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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tills Eilitiou coutaiiis the whole of Longfello\v’.s 
Poetical Works hitherto puhlishcnl, with the exception 
of The SPiVSisH Student, The Golden Legend, and The 
.Song ok Hiawatha. As these Poeni-s from their lengtli 
would make this Volume tix> bulky, it i.s propost.'d to 
reseiwe them for future publication in a collected form, 
similar in size and style to the pri'sent Volume. 

•Some slight modification has bec>n made in the order 
of armngement in this collection, with the view of keeping 
together Poems of a similar class, as far as is consistent 
with a due regard to the chronologicid ord(*r of their 
publication. 
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VOICES OF THE XICHT. 


pnKi.rnK. 

I’lkasant it WHS, wlicii wixiils were grpon, 
And winds were soft und low, 

To li<‘ amid some Rjdvan scone. 

Where, the long dr<"i|iing l>onghs lielwe*-!), 
.Shadows tlark and sunlight sheen 
Allenmle come and go; 

Or where the denser grove receives 
No sunlight from above, 

• Hut the dark foliage interweaves 
In one unbroken roof of leaves. 

Underneath whore sloping eaves 
The shadows hardly move. 

Hencath some patrinrelml tree 
I lay iijKiu the ground ; 

His hoary arms upllfteil he. 

And all the broad loaves over me 
Clapjied their little hands in gbv. 

With one continuous stiunil ; — 

A slumlK'i'ous sound. — a sound that brings 
The fwlings of a dream. — 

As of inmimcrablc wings. 

As, when a ladl no longer swings. 

Faint the hollow murmur rings 
O'er meadow, lake, and stream. 

And dreams of that which cannot die. 
Bright visions, came to me. 

As lappe<l in thought I used to lie. 

And gaze into the summer sky. 

Where the sailing cloinls went by, 
lake sbi|>s ti|siii tbe sea ; 
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l)ix*ams tlmt tlio «mil of ymiih ongiip;*' 

Eiv Faiioy lias boon qtiollcd ; 

Old legends of tlie monkish page, 
'I'raditions of the saint and sage. 

Tales that have the rime of age, 

And chi'onieles of Eld. 

And, loving still these qiiaint old theim-s. 
Even in the city's throng 
I feel the freshness of the streams, 

Tliat, crossed by shades and sunny gkainis. 
Water the given land of dreams. 

The holy land of song. 

Therefoiv, at Pentecost, which brings 
The spring, clothed like a bride, 

^^'hen nestling buds unfold their wings, 
And bishop's-cajis have golden rings. 
Musing upon many things, 

I sought the woodlands wide. 

The green trees whispered low and mild ; 

It was a sound of joy ! 

They weiv my playmates when a child, 
And rockeil me in their arms so wild ! 

Still they looked at me and smiled^'. 

As if I were a boy ; 

And ever whispered, mild and low, 

“ Come, be a child once more ! ” 

And waved their long arms to and fin. 
And beckoned solemnly and slow; 

Oil, I could not choo.se but go 
Into the wooiUmids hoar; 

Into the blithe and breathing air. 

Into the solemn woo«l. 

Solemn and silent everywhere ! 

Nature witli folded hands seemed tlieixi. 
Kneeling at her evening prayer ! 
liiko one in prayer J stooil. 

n 2 
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VOICES OF THE NIOUT. 


IJoforo me rose an avenue 
Of tall and Bombrons pines ; 

Abroad tbeir fan-like branebes grew, 

And, wliere Uie sunsliine darted tbrongb. 
Spread a vapour soft and blue. 

In long and sloping lines. 

And, falling on niy weary brain. 

Like a fast- falling shower. 

The dreams of youth came back again, 

Low lispings of the summer rain. 

Dropping on the ri[)ened grain. 

As onee upon the flower. 

V'isions of childho<id I Stay, oh stay ! . 

Ve were so sweet and wilil ! 

And distant voices seemetl to say. 

“ It cannot be ! They pass away I 
Other themes demand thy lay ; 

Thou art no more a child I 

“ The land of Song within thee lies. 
Watered by living springs; 

The lids of Fancy’s sleepless eyes 
Are gates unto that Farivdise. 

Holy thoughts, like stars, arise-. 

Its clouds arc angels' wings. 

“ Leant, that henceforth thy song shall be. 
Not mountains cap]tcd with snow. 

Nor forests sounding like the sen, 

Nor rivers flowing cea.«elesgly. 

Where the woodlands bend to see 
The Itcnding heavens below. 

“ There is a forest where the din 
Of iron branches sounds I 
A mighty river roars la-twi-eii, 

,\nd wlio.«ocver Imiks therein, 

Sees the heavens all black with sin, — 

Sees not its depths, nor Imunds. 


Digitized by Google 



J’KKMl)!-; 


“ Athwart the swinjriiig luam-lK’s ctf-l, 

Soft lavs of huiinliiiio pour : 

Tlion come? the fearful wintry hlii-<t : 

Our hopes, like withoreJ leaves, fall la-st ; 
Pallid lips say, ‘ ft i.s past ! 

\Vc can return no nioie!’ 

" 1/ook, then, into thine heart, anti write ! 

Yes, intti Life’s deep stieam ! 

All forms of .sorrow aiiil delight. 

All solemn Voices of the N'ighi, 

That can .soothe thee, or alfright, — 

He the.se heneeforth thy theme.” 
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iiYMX TO THK xianr. 


‘ AtiwiiOitf, iftiKSiarot- 

I iiKAHii llie Iriiilinjf "arnieiitK «)" tlie Xiglit 
Swc»'|p tlimupli her imiihlo halls ! 

I saw her sable skirts all friiigeil with light 
From the celestial walls ! 

1 felt her presence hy its s|k' 11 of might. 

Stoop o’er mo from above ; 

The calm, majestic prescms- of the Xight, 

As of the one I love. 

I heard the sounds of sorrow and delight. 

The manifold, soft chimes. 

That fill the haunted chamlH-rs of the Xight, 

Like some <dil poet's rhymes. 

J'rom the cool cisterns of the midnight air 
My spirit ilrank re|)osc ; 

The fountain of |«.‘r|)Ctunl pence flows there, — 
From those deep cisli>rns flows. 

< ) holy Xight ! from thisj J learn to bear 
What man has Itoriie befon- : 

Thou layst thy finger on the lijis of Care, 

And they complain no more. 

Peace ! Peair I Orestes-like I breathe this prayer ! 
Deseend with hread-wingol flight. 

The welcome, the thrice-prayed for, the most fair. 
The best-lieloved Xight ! 


A PSALM OF LIFE. 

WIIAT TnK llr.VKT OF THE YOCXO MAX SAII> To THE rSAI.MIST. 

Tkll me not, in mournful numlrers, 

“Life is hut an empty dream!” 

For the soul is dead that slumbers. 

And things arc not what they seem. 
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VOICKS OF THE NIliHT 


I-lfo is ri'nl ! Lift! is cimu-st! 

Ami the jtinvc is not il» goal ; 

“ Dust thou ait, to (lust retunicst,” 

Was not s|H)ken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, ami not .sorrow. 

Is our (lestiiiod end or way ; 

Hut to act, tliat each to-morrow 
Find us farther than to-day. 

•Vrt is long, and Time is fleeting, 

.\nd our hearts, though stout and brave, 
.‘'till, like muflled drums, are lieating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world's broad field of battle. 

In the liivouac of Life, 

He nut like dundi, driven cattle ! 

He a hero in the strife ! 

'Trust no Fntnix', howe’er pleasant I 
Ixit the dead Past bury its di'ad ! 

Act, — act ill the living Piesent I 
Heart within, and (iod o’erhead ! 

l.ives of great men all remind us 
We ean make our lives sublime, 

.\nd, depai'ting, leave hehind us 
Foolpiints on the .sands of time ; 

I'lNitprints. that perhaps another. 

Sailing o’er life's .sidemn main, 

A forlorn and sliipwiveked brother, 

.S'eing, shall take heart again. 

Is‘1 us, then, Ih' up and doing, 

With a heart for any fate : 

.Still achieving, still ]iur8uing. 

Is-nrii to lalsiur and to wait. 
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THE LIGHT OF STARS. 


Thk iiiglit is route, Itiit not too souu; 

And sinking silently, 

All silently, tlie little mnoti 
Drops down behind the sky. 

There is no light in earth or heaven, 
But the cold light of stars ; 

And the lirst watch of night is give n 
To the red planet Mars. 


Is it the tender star of love ? 

The star of love and dreams ? 

O no ! from that blue tent above, 

X hero’s arnionr gleams. 

And earnest thonghts within me rise, 
When I behold afar, 

Suspended in the evening skies, 

Tlir shield of that red star. 



0 star of strength ! I sec thee stand 
And smile upon my pain ; 

Tliou bcekonest with thy mailed band. 
And 1 am strong again. 

Within my breast there is no hght. 
But the cold light of stars ; 

1 give the first watch of the night 
To the red planet Mars. 

The star of the nneonquered will, 

He rises in my breast. 


Berene, and resolute, and still. 
And calm, and self-possessed. 

And then, loo, whosoe’er thou art, 
That rendest this brief psalm. 

As one by one thy hopes depart. 
Be resolute and eahn. 

O fear not in a world like this. 

And thon shall know ere long. 
Know bow sublime a thing it is 
To sulTer uud be strong. 
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VOICES OK THE NIC.HT. 


THE HEAPEU AM) TI[E KLOWEHS. 


'I'ufiiiK is n Ill'npcr, whose nnine is Dentil, 

And, witli his sickle ketiii, 

He reaps the henriled grain at a hix'ath, 

And the Howers tlint grow lietweeii. 

Shall I have nought that is fair?” saith he; 

“ Have nought hut the bearded grain? 

Though the breath of these tiowcivi is sweet to me, 
1 will give them all back again.’' 

He gazed at the flowers with tearful eyes. 

He kissed their drooping leaves; 

It was for the Tsird of Paradise 
He liound them in his sheave.". 

“ My Isjrd has neeil of these flowerets gay.” 

The reajM‘ 1 - said, and smiled ; 

“ Dear tokens of the earth are they, 

\Miere he was onee a child. 

“ They shall all blmmi in flelds of light. 
Transplanted by my care. 

And saints, iijsin their garments white. 

These sacreil blos.soms wear." 

And the mother gave, in tears and pain. 

The flowers she most did love ; 

She knew she should find them all again 
In the fields of light above. 

O, not in cruelly, not in wrath. 

The Reaper came that day ; 

'Twas an angel visited the green earth. 

And took the flowers away. 
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FOOTSTEPS OF AXGE1>S. 

When tlie horn's of Day nro numbered. 

Ami the voices of the Xight 
Wake the better soul, that slumberisl, 
To a holy, calm delight ; 

Ere the evening lamps arc lighted. 

And, like phantoms grim and tall, 
Shadows fn>ra the fitful fire-light 
Dance upon the jjarlonr wall ; 
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Voices ok the night. 


Then the forms of the tlepartod 
Kilter at the o|>eu door ; 

The IioIovchI, the triie-lienrted, 

Come to visit me once more ; 

He, the young and strong, who cherished 
Noble longings for the strife, 

Hy the roml-side fell and ijorished. 

Weary with the march of life 1 

They, the holy ones and weakly. 

Who the cross of suffering bore. 
Folded their pale bands so meekly. 

Spake with us on earth no nioi-e! 

And with them the Being Beauteous, 
Who unto my youth wa-s given. 

More than all things else to love me. 
And is now a saint in heaven. 

With a slow and noiscle.ss fiMttslep 
Comes that raeasenger divine, 

Takes the vacant chair Iteside me, 

T,nys her gentle hand in mine. 

And she sits and gajtes at me 

With those deep and tender eyes, 

Like tlic stars, so still and saint-like, , 
Looking downward from the skie.s. 

Uttered not, yet comprehendeil, 

Is the spirit’s voiceless iiraycr, 

Soft rebukes, in blessings ended, 
Breathing from her lijis of air. 

O, though oft depressed and lonely. 

All my fears are laid aside, 

If I but remember only 

Such as these have lived and died ! 
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FI-n\VERS. 


SiMKK full well, in Iniigiiaf^c (|uainl and olden, 

( iiie who dwelleth h^' the ensiled llhine. 

When he enlled the flowers, so bine and golden, 
Stnrs. that in earth's firmament do shine. 


Oigitlzed by Google 


14 


VOICKS OF THE NIGHT. 


Stars they are, wherein we rend ear history, 

As nstroloffers and seers of ehl ; 

Vet not wrap]x>d nlwnt with awfni my.stery, 

Like the burning stars, wliich they beheld. 

Wondrous truths, and manifold as wondrous, 

God hath written in those stars above ; 

But not less in the bright flowerets under u.s 
Stands the revelation of hi.s love. 

Bright and glorious is that revelation. 

Written all over this great world of ours : 

Making evident our own ereation, 

In these stars of earth, — these golden flowers. 

And the Poet, faithful and far-fleeing. 

Secs, alike in stais and flowers, a port 

Of tlie self-same, universal being. 

Which is throbbing in his brain and heart. 

Gorgeous flowerct.s in the sunlight shining, 

Blossoms flaunting in the eye of day. 

Tremulous leaves, with soft and silver lining. 

Buds that o|ien only to decay ; 

Brilliant hopes, all woven in gorgeous tissias*. 
Flaunting gayly in the golden light ; 

Ijirge desires, with most uncertain issues. 

Tender wishes, blossoming at night ! 

These in flowers and men are more than seeming ; 
Workings are they of the self-same powers, 

Mliieh the Poet, in no idle dreaming, 

Seelh in himself and in the flowers. 

Kverywhero about us are they glowing. 

Some like stara, to tell us spring is l»urn ; 

Others, their blue eyes with tears o'erflowing. 
Stand like Ruth amid the golden coni ; 

Not alone in Spring’s armorial liearing, 

And in Summer’s green emblazoned tiehl. 

But in arms of brave old Autumn’s wearing. 

In the centro of his brazen shield; 
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Sol (iloiie in nionilnwtt anil gnm allev.i. 

On the niuuntain-tu|i, iiml liy the biitih 
< >r sei|nestoieil jmkjIs in woodland valleys, 

Where the slaves of nature stoop in drink : 

Not alone in her vast dome of glory. 

Not on graves of bird and beast alone, 
but in old cathedrals, high and hoary. 

On the tombs of heroes, carvcrl in stone ; 

In the cottage of the rudest peasant, 

In ancestral homes, whose cniinbling towers, 

S|ieaking of the Post unto the Prestmt, 

Tell us of the ancient Gaines of Flowers : 

In all places, then, and in all seasons, 

Flowers exjHind their light and sonl-like wings. 
Teaching us, by most pci-suosivc reasons, 

How akin they are to human things. 

.Vnd with childlike, credulous alfeetion 
We behold their tender buds expand ; 

Kmblems of our own great resurrection, 

Emblems of the bright and better land. 
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TllK BKLKAGUKKKl) CTI V. 


1 HAVE read, in some old man'elloiis tale, 
Some legend strange and vague, 

That a midnight host of speetres |>idc 
Beleaguered the wsdls of Prague. 

Beside the Moldaii’s rushing stream. 

With the wan moon overhead, 

There stood, as in an awful dream. 

The army of the dead. 

White as a sea-fog, landward bound. 

The s|M.‘clral camp wa.s seen. 

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound. 

The river flowed between. 

Xo other voice nor sound was there. 

No drum, nor sentry’s pace ; 

'I'he mist-like banners clasped the air 
As clouds with clouds embrace. 

But, when the old cathedral bell 
Proclaimed the morning prayer. 

The white pavilions rose and fell 
On the alarmed air. 

Down the broad valley fast and fur 
The troubled army fled ; 

Up rose tbe glorious momiiig star. 

The ghastly host was dead. 


I have rend, in the marvellous heart of mmi. 
That strange and mystic scroll. 

That an lumy of phantoms vast anil wan 
Beleaguer the human soul. 

Kneamped liesidc Life’s rushing stream. 

In Fancy’s misty light, 

Gigantic shapes and shadon s gleam 
Portentous through the night. 

Upon its midnight bat I le-grouud 
The spectral camp is seeu. 

And, with a sorrowful, deep sound. 

Flows the Kiver of Life between. 

No otber voice, nor sound is then-, 
lu the army of the grave ; 

No other ehallengc breaks the air. 

But the rushing of Life’s ware. 

And, when the solemn mid deep ehurch-bell 
Entreats the soul to prgy. 

The midnight phantoms ^-el the spell. 

The slmdows sweep atiay. 

Down the broad Vale of Tears afar 
The spectnd camp is fleil ; 

Faith shineth as a morning star. 

Our ghastly fears arc dead. 
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MIDNIGHT MASS FOK THK DYING VKAK. 

^’ks, the Year is gi-owing old, 

And his eye is pale and hlenred ! 

Death, with frosty hand and cold, 

Plucks the old man by the beard. 

Sorely, — sorely ! 

The leaves are falling, falling. 

Solemnly and slow ; 

('aw! caw! the rooks ore calling. 

It is n sound of woe, 

A sound of woe ! 

Through woods and mountain passes 
The winds, like anthems, roll ; 

Thi'y are chanting solemn masses. 

Singing ; “ Pray for this poor soul. 

Pray, — Pray !” 

i> 
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Ami the lioodcil clouds, like friars, 

Toll their bonds iti drops of rain, 

A ml patter their doleful praj-ers ; — 

But their prayers are all in vain. 

All in vain ! 

There he stands in the fold weather, 

The foolish, fond Old Year, 

Ci-owned with wild flowers and with heather. 
Like weak, despised Lear, 

A king, — a king ! 

Then comes the summer-like day. 

Bids the old man rejoire ! 

His joy! his last! O, the old ninii gray 
I,ovelh that evcr-sofl voice, 

Gentle oml low. 

To the crimson woods he saith, — 

To the voice gentle and low 
Of the soft air, like a daughter's breath, — 
“ Pray do not mock me so ! 

Do not laugh nt me 1 " 

And now the sweet day is dead ; 

Cold in his arms it lies ; 

No stain from its breath is spread 
Over the glassy skies, 

No mist or stain ! 

Then, too, the Old Year ilieth. 

And the forests utter a moan. 

Like tho voice of one who erieth 
In the wildeniesH alone, 

“ Vex not his ghost !” 

Then comes, with an awful roar. 
Gathering and sounding on. 

The storm-wind from l,abrador, 

Tho wind Euroelydon, 

I'he storm-wind I 


MIDNIGHT MASS. 


i;» 


] [owl ! Iionl ! niul from tlio fui'OMt 
Swcf|i tile ivil leaven awa^’ ! 

^^'uul(l, tlie sins that thuu abliom..<t, 

O Soul ! cuiilil tliiin ileeay, 

And be swept away ! 

For there shall come a mightier blast. 
There shall l»c a darker day ; 

And the stars, from heaven down-cast, 
[jke red leaves be swept away ! 
Kyrifc, cleyson ! 

Christe, cleyson ! 
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L’KXVOl. 


Y’k voices, tliat arose 
After the Kvening’s close, 

And whispered to my restless liearl rcjKisc ! 

Oo, brcatlie it in the ear 
Of all who doubt and fear. 

And say to them, “Be of good cheer!”’ 


Ye sounds, so low and calm, 

That in the groves of balm 
Seemed to mo like an angel’s psalm ! 

Oo, mingle yet once moie 

With the perpetual roim 

( >f the pine forest, dark and hour ! 


Tongues of the dead, not lost, 
But speaking fium death’s frost, 
liike fiery tongues at Pentecost! 


Glimmer, as funeral lamps. 

Amid the chills and damps 

(>f the vast plain where Death encamps ! 
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WOODS IN WINTEII. 

Whkn Wint*.T winds arc piercing chill. 

And through the hawtliom blows the gale, 
\\'ith solemn feet I trend the hill 
'J'lmt overbrows the lonely vale. 

O’er the hare upland, and away 

Through the long reach of desert woods, 
The embracing sunbeams ehastely play. 

And gladden these deep solitudes. 

Where, twisteil round the barren oak, 

The summer vine in beauty clung, 

And summer winds the stillness broke. 

The crystal icicle is hung. 

Where, from their frozen urns, mute springs 
I’our out the river's gradual tide, 
bhrilly the skater's iron rings, 

And voices till the woodland side. 

Alas ! how changed from the fair scone, 
Mlien birds sang out their mellow lay, 
And winds were soft, and wotjds w'ero green. 
And the song eeasfsl not with tlie day. 

I!ut still wild music is abroad. 

Pale, desert woods ! within your crowd ; 
And gathering winds, in hoarse accord. 
Amid the vocal reeds pipe loud. 

Chill ail's and wintry winds ! my car 
Has grown familiar with your song ; 

I hear it in the 0]>ening year, — 

I listen, and it cheei's me long. 
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AX A run. DAV. 

WuKX the wiii-ni Him, that brings 
Seetl-time nnd harvest, has returned again, 
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’Tis sweet to visit tlic still wood, where springs 
■ Tile first flower of the pliiiii. 

I love the season well, 

When forest glades are teeming with bright forms, 
Xor dark and many-folded clouds foretell 
The coraing-on of stonns. 

From the earth’s loosened mould 
The sapling draws its sustenance, ami thrives ; 
Though stricken to the heart with Winter’s cold. 
The drooping tree revives. 

The softly-warbled song 

Comes from the pleasiuit woisls, and etdourtsl wings 
Glance quick in the bright sun, that moves along 
The forest openings. 

When the bright sunset fills 
The silver woods with light, the green slope throws 
Its shadows in the hollows of the hills. 

And wide the upland glows. 

And, when the eve is Iwrn, 

In the blue lake the sky, o’er-rcaehing far. 

Is hollowed out, and the misoi dips her horn. 

And twinkles many a star. 

Inverted in the tide, 

.'^tand the gray rocks, and Ireiubliug shadows throw 
And the fair trees look over, side by aide, 

And sec themselves Ik’Iow. 

Sweet April.!. — many a thought 
Ts wfsldeil unto thee, ns hearts are wed ; 

Xor shall they fail, till, to its autumn brought. 
Life's golden fruit is shed. 



AlTl’MiV. 

With wiint a glory i-omcs nii(] goos the year ! 
The l»iid« of spring, those beautiful harbingers 
Of sunny skies ami cloudless times, enjoy 
r,ife’s newness, and earth’s garniture spread out. 
And when the silver habit of the clouds 
Comes down upon the autumn sun, and with 
A sober gladness the old year takes up 
His bright inheritance of golden fruits, 

A jM>mp and pageant fill the splendid scene. 

Then' is a beautiful spirit breathing now 
Its mellow richness on the clustered trees, 

And, from a licnker fidl of richest dyi.-s, 
i'ouring new glory on the autumn woods, 

And dipping in warm light the pillnre<l elonds. 
Morn on the mountain, like a summer hinl, 
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Liflij lip lier purpU' wing, nmi in tlio vales 
The gentle wind, a sweet and pus.sionntc wooer, 
Kis-ses the blushing leaf, and stire up life 
Within the wdenin wood-s of ash dcep-crinisoned, 
And silver beech, and nmple yellow-leaved, 

Where .\utunin, like a faint old man, sits down 
By the wayside a-weary. Through the trees 
The golden robin moves. The purple finch. 

That on wild cherry and red cedar feeds, 

.\ winter bird, comes with its plaintive whistle. 

And pecks by the witch-hazel, whilst aloud 
From cottage roofs the warbling blue-bird sings. 
And merrily, witli oft-repeated stroke, 

Sounds from the threshing-floor the busy flail. 

O what a glory doth this world put on 
For him who, with a fervent heart, goes forth 
I'nder the bright and glorious sky, and looks 
On duties well performed, and dot's well spent ! 

For him the wind, ay, and the yellow leaves. 

Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings. 
He shall so hear the solemn hymn, that Death 
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go 
To his long resting-place without a tear. 


HY.MN OF THE MORAVIAN M'NS OF BETHLEHEM, 


AT THK C tiSHKrBATH^ OF rrt.AHKt’H 


M'hk.v the dying flame of day 
Through the chancel shot its ray. 

Far the glimmering lapel's shed 
Faint light on the eowh'sl head ; 

And the censer burning swung, 

Mlicre, before the altar, hung 

The blood-red Imnner, that with prayer 

Had liecn consecrated there. 

Ami the nun's swiiet hymn was heard the while. 

Sung low in the dim. mysterious aisle. 
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'• 'I’ake tlij' banner ! May it wave 
Proudly o’er tlie good and brave ; 

Wlien the battle’s distant wail 
Breaks the sabbath of oiir vale. 

When the elarion’s music thrills 
’I'o the hearts of these lone hills, 

When the sp<-ar in conflict shakes, 

And the strong lance shivering breaks. 

*• Take thy banner ! and, beneath 
The battle-cloud’.s encircling wreath, 
(ftiard it! — till our homes are free! 
linard it ! — G imI will prosjier thee ! 

Ill the dark and trying hour, 

111 the breaking forth of power. 

In the rush of steeds and men, 

IBs right hand will shield thee then. 

“ Take thy bannei ! But, when night 
Closes round the gbiustly fight. 

If the vanquished wai-rior bow, 

Sjiarc him ! — By our holy vow. 

By our prayers and many tears, 

By the mercy tliat endears, 

S|wro him ! — he our love hath shared ! 
Spare him ! — as thou would.st l>e spared ! 

Take thy banner ! — and if e’er 
Thou shouldst press the .soldier’s bier ; 
And the muffled drum should beat 
To the tread of mournful feet. 

Then this crimson flag shall be 
Martial cloak and shroud for thee.” 

The warrior took that banner praud. 

And it was his martial cloak and shroud ! 
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1 sroou u|Kjii the hills, when heaven’s wide arch 
^^'as };Ioriuus with the sim’s retuniilig mareh, 

And woods wefe bliohtcned, and soft gules 
Went forth to kiss the suii-elad vales. 

The eloud.s were far beneath me ; — bathed in light, 
Tliey gathered mid-way round the wooded height, 
And, in their fading glory, shone 
Like hosts in battle overthrown, 

As many a |iinnaele, with shifting glanee. 

Through the gray mist thrust up its shattensl lanee, 
.Vnd rocking on the cliff was left 
The dark pine b'asted, hare, and cleft. 

The veil of cloud was lifted, and below 
Glowed the rich valley, and the river’s flow 
Was darkemsl by the forest's shade, 

( )r gli-stened in the white en.scade ; 

Where upward, in the mellow blush of day, 

The noisy bittern whecleil his spiral way. 

1 heard the distant waters dash, 

1 isiw the current whirl and flash, — 

.\nd richly, hy the blue lake's silver beaidi. 

The woods were bending with a silent reach. 

Then o'er the vale, with gentle swell, 

The music of the village bell 
Came sweetly to the echo-giving hills ; 

And the wild horn, whose voice the woorlland tills. 

Was ringing to the meiTy shout. 

That faint and fur the glen sent out. 

Where, answering to the sud<len shot, thin smoko. 
Through thick-leaved branches, from the dingle broke. 

If thou art worn and Imnl be.set 
AVith sorrows, that thou wouldst forget. 

If thou would.st rend a les,son, tlmt will keep 
Thy heart from fainting and thy soul from sleep. 

Go to the woorls and hills ! — No tears 
I>ira the sweet look that Nature wears. 
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BURIAL OF THE MINNISINK. 

On sunny slope and bccchen swell, 

The slmdowed light of evening fell ; 

And, where the maple's leaf was brown. 
With soft and silent lapse came down 
The gloiyr, that the wood receives. 

At sunset, in its brazen leaves. 

Far upward in the mellow light 
Ttose the blue hills. One cloud of white. 
Around n far uplifted cone. 

In the warm blush of evening shone ; 

An image of the silver lakes, 

By which the Indian's soul awakes. 


Digitized by Google 


EARLIER PUKM.S. 


Hut suoii a funeral lyiim was hoard 
Whore tiro soft hrcatli of evening slined 
The tall, gray forest; and a hand 
Of stem in heart, and strong in liand, 
(’nnie winding down hoside the wave, 

To lay the rod chief in his grave. 

Tliey sung, that hy his native bowers 
He stootl, in the last moon of flower.s. 

And tliirty snows had not yet shed 
Their glory on the warrior’s Iiead : 

Hut, as tlic .summer fruit decays. 

So died lie in those nakoil days. 

A dark cloak of the roebuck’s skin 
(..'overed the wanior, and witliin 
Its heavy folds the weapons, made 
For the hnrti toils of war, were laid ; 

The cuirass, woven of plaited reeds, 

And the broad belt of shells and bends. 

Before-, a dark-haired virgin train 
Chanted the death dirge of the slain ; 
Hehind. the long proce.ssion came 
Of hoary men and chiefs of fame. 

With heavy hearts, and eyes of grief, 
Lending the war-horsi- of their chief. 

Stripped of his proud and martial dress. 
Uncurbed, unreined, and riderless. 

With darting eye, and nostril sjiread. 

And heavy and impatient tread. 

He came ; and oft that eye so proud 
-Vsked for his rider in the crowd. 

'I'liey buricil the dark chief — they freeil 
Hesidc the grave his battle steed ; 

And swift an arrow cleaved its way 
To his stem heart ! One piercing neigh 
Arose, — and, on the dead innii’s plain. 

The rider gi-asps hi.s steeil again. 




TIIK SPIRIT OF rOKTRV. 


Theiik is a quiet spirit in these woods, 

That dwells where’er the gentle soutli wind blows; 
Where, underneath the white-thorn, in the glade. 
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'I'he wild flowoi^ liluom, or, ki.<.-tiiijr tht^ ooft nir, 

Tho leaves above their sunny pnini.s out.spn'nd. 

With what a tender and in)]ia&Hloned voice 
It fills the nice and delicate ear of thought, 

Mlien the fast-ushering star of morning comes 
O’er-riding the gray hills with golden scarf ; 

Or when the cowled and dusky-sandaled Eve, 

In mourning weeds, from out the western gate, 

Departs with silent |>aee ! That spirit moves 
In the green valley, where the silver brook, 

From its full laver, pours the white cascade ; 

And, babbling low amid tho tangled woo<ls, 

,'<lip8 down through mo.ss-grown stones with endless laughter. 
And frequent, on the everlasting hills. 

Its feet go forth, when it doth wrap itself 
In all the dark emhroidery of the storm. 

And shouts the stem, strong wind. And here, amid 
The silent majesty of these deep woods, 

Its presence shall uplift thy thoughts from earth. 

As to the sunshine and the pnre bright air. 

Their tops the green trees lift. Hence gifted bards 
Have ever loved the calm and quiet shades. 

For them there was an eloquent voice in all 
The sylvan pomp of wood-s, the golden sun. 

The flowers, tho leaves, tho river on its way, 

Hluc skies, and silver clouds, and gentle wings, — 

The swelling upland, where the sidelong sun 
Aslant the wooded slope, at eveinng, goes, — 

Groves, through whose broken roof the sky looks in, 
Mountain, and shattered diflT, and sunny vale. 

The distant lake, fountains, — and might 3 ’ tree.a. 

In many a lazy syllable, repeating 
Their old poetic legends to the wind. 

And this is the sweet spirit, that doth fill 
The world ; and, in these wayward daj-s of youth. 

.My busy fancy oft endsidics it, 

A.S a bright image of the light and beauty 
That dwell in nature, — of the heavenly forms 
AVe worship in our dreams, and the soft hues 
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That slain tin* wild bird’s wiiij;, and Hu*h tlio olmitls 
AVhon the biiii sets. Witliin ln'r eye 
The heaven of April, with its ehangin;]; llgl'ri 
And when it wears the blue of May, is hung. 

And on her lip the rich, red rose. Her hair 
Is like the summer tre-sses of tlie li-ccs, 

When twilight makes them brown, and on lier cln-ek 
Blushes the richness of an nutunin sky, 

With ever-shifting branty. Then her breath, 

It is so like the gentle air of Spring, 

As, from the morning's dewy flowers, it comes 
Full of their fragrance, that it is a joy 
To have it round us, — and her silver voice 
Is the rich music of a summer birtl, 

Hoard in the still night, with its passionate cadence. 
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TJIK GOfH) SIIKIMIKIU). 

rnnn TIIK KI'ANIHH t»l l.nl'H Pf. VruA. 

SiiKi'iiKiui ! tlint with thine niiiomiis, wvlvaii song 
Hast hrokeii tlio slniiiU-r wliieh eneomjin.'-.sed me, — 
That inairst tliy crook fnini the nceiirseil tree, 

On which tliy jKtwrerfnl amis were slreleliecl s4> long ! 
lA’ad me to mercy's cver-Howing fountains ; 

For llion my slieplierd, gnaitl, and guide shall be ; 

1 will obey thy voice, and wait to see 
Thy feet idl beautiful u|ion the munntains. 
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Hear. Sliepbcril ! — Thou who for thy Hot'k art living, 

O, wiisli uwny thoac hcnrict »in.v, for thou 
Ui-joioest at the contrite sinner's vow. 

< >. wait I — to thee iny w vary soul is crying. — 

Wait for nni ! — Vet why a.»k it when I .see, 

With feet nailed to the cross, thou’rt waiting still for me I 


TU-.MORHOW. 

rsuH rar. si-,Nisa or low: i>l vct.-e 

Is>iii>, what am I, that, with uncea.sing caiv. 

Thou didst seek after me, — that thou didst wait. 

Wet with unhealthy dews, before my gate. 

.\nd ])a.ss the gloomy nights of winter there ? 

() .strange delusion! — that I did not greet 
Thy blest approach, and O, to Heaven how lost, 

I f my ingmtitude's unkindly frost 

lias chilled the bhviling wounds upon thy feet. 

1 low oft iny guardian angel gently criisl, 

“ Soul, from thy casi-mcnt h>ok, and thou slialt see 
How he persi.sts to kiuH-k and wait for thee ! ” 

.Vnd, () ! liow often to that voiee of sorrow, 

“ To-nionow wi‘ will open," 1 replied, 

.Vnd when the mormw came I answensl .still, ‘‘To-morrow." 


TIIK XATIV K LAND. 


riiMM THE srAMsii or rRAseisi*o lo: aloas., 

t'LKAH fount of light! my native land on high, 
llright with a glory that shall never fade ! 
Mansion of truth ! without a veil or slunie. 

Thy holy quiet mivts the spirit’s eyc\ 
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Tlitro dwells tlic soul in its etlicrcal esseiiei*. 

(iaspiiijr no lon;{er for life’s feeble breath : 

Hut, seiitiuel’d in bcnven, its olurioua presenee 
With pitying eye beholds, yet fears not, dcntli. 
Beloved eoniitry ! banished from tliy shore, 

A stranger in this prison-house of elny. 

The exiletl spirit wiops and sighs for thee ! 
IleavenwanI the blight perfections 1 adore 
Direct, and the sure promise cheers the way. 

That, whither love aspires, there shall my dwelling be. 


TIIK J.M.UfK OF GOD. 


I'HOM TIIK SPANliiK OF FHANCOM.O OK AI.I>ANA. 

O Loud I that seeat, from yon .starry height, 
t’entred in one the future and the past, 

Fa.shioned in thine own image, see how fast 
The world oirseures in me what onee was bright ! 
lOternnI Sun ! the warmth which thon hast given, 
To cheer life's flowery April, fast decays ; 

Yet, in the hoary winter of my days. 

For ever green shall be niy trust in Heaven, 
Celestial King ! O let thy prcsetiee pass 
Heforc my spirit, and an image fair 
Shall meet that look of mercy from ou high. 

As the rcBccted imago in a glass 

Doth meet the look of him who si-eks it there. 

And owes its being to the gazer’s eye. 




rnnM Tiir. Hi>ANiHii. 


() I.ET (lie soul her slumbers break, 
Tx>t thought he qiiickene<], and nnnke ; 
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Awnke to sec 

How soon tills life is past ami gone, 

Ami ileuth conies softly stealing on, 

How sileiillj' I 

Swiftly our pleasures glide away, 

Clur hearts ivcall the ilistnnt day 
W'illi many sigli^ ; 

'I'lie moments lliat mv speeding fa.'t 
W'e heed not, Imt the jwist, — the pii»l. — 
More highly jiriise. 

t.iiiward its course the present kei'ps. 
Dnwaid the constant current swwps. 

Till life is done ; 

And, did we judge of time aright, 

The ]iast and future in their flight 
Would he as one. 

[at no one fondly dream again, 

'I'liat Hojic and all her shadowy train 
Will not decay ; 

Fleeting as were the dreams of old, 
Ueniemheretl like a tale that’s told. 

They pass away. 


Onr lives are rivers, gliding free 
To that unliithomed, hoiimlless sea. 
The silent grave ! 

Thither all earthly |Himii and Isnist 
Koll, to he swallowed up and lost 
In one dark wave. 

Thither the mighty torrents stray, 
’I’liither the hmok pursues its way. 
And tinkling rill. 

Theie all are ispial. Side hy side 
The poor man and the mm ol priile 
Lie calm and still. 
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I will not lim- invoke tlio tlii-uiifr 
( U erutui'H ami suns of sung. 

The deathless few : 
h’iction entices ami deceives, 

And, sprinkled o‘*T her fragrant leaves, 

[,iea poisonous dew. 

To One alone my thoughts arise. 

The Eternal 'J'ruth, — the Gmal and Wise, — 

To Him I cry, 

Who shared on earth our common lot. 

Hut the world coin|irchemled not 
J{is deity. 

'I'his world is but the niggl'd mad 
Which leads ns to the hright ulusle 
Of peace above; 

So let us choose that narrow way. 

Which leads no traveller’s foot astray 
From realms of love. 

Our eradle is the starting-plar'C, 

In life we run the nnwar<l race. 

And reach the goal ; 

When, in the mansions of the blest. 

Death leaves to its eternal ri>st 
The weary soul. 

Did wo but use it as we ought. 

This world would sehixd each wandering thought 
To its high state. 

Faith wings the soul l«yond the sky. 

Up to that better world on high, 

F’or which we wait. 

Yes, — the glad messenger of love, 

To guide us to our home aliove. 

The Saviour came ; 

Dorn amid mortal cares and fears. 

He sutlered in this vale of tears 
.V ileath of shame. 
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HelioM of whiil ili’hirtive worlli 
The l>iibl)Ies wo pursue on onrtli, 

The shapes we chnsc, 

Amid n woild of tronchcry ! 

They vanisli ere death shuts the eve. 

And leave no traee. 

Time steals tliem from us,— ehanees slrmi"i', 
Disastrous aceidents, and chnnj;e, 

That come to all ; 

Even in the must exalted stale, 

Relentless sweeps the stroke of fate ; 

The stioiifrest fall. 

Tell me. — the eharma lliat lovers seek 
In the clear eye and hlushin<; cheek, 

The hues that play 

tl’cr rosy lip and hrow of snow. 

When hoary age appionches slow. 

Ah. wheio are they ? 

The running skill, the curious arts. 

The glorious strength that youth imparts 
In life's lirst stage ; 

These shall hccomc a heavy weight, 

^^’hen Time swings wide his <mtwnrd gate 
To weary age. 

The nohle hUxsi of Gothic name, 

Heroes emhiaxoned high to fume. 

In long array ; 

How, in the onward course of time. 

The landmarks of that race sid)lime 
AA’ere swept away 

Some, the degradisl slaves of lust, 

Prostrate and trampled in the dust, 

.Shall rise no more ; 

Others, hy guilt and eiimc, maintain 
The seuteheon, that, without a stain. 

Their fathers hoiv. 
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Woaltli and the high estate of jiride, 

With what untimely spoed they glide, 
Ilow soon depart ! 

Bid not the shadowy phantoms stay, 

The vassals of a mistress they, 

Of fickle heart. 

These gifts in Fortune’s hands arc found ; 
Her swift revolving wheel turns round. 
And they are gone ! 

No rest the inconstant goddess knows. 

Hut changing, and without repose, 

Still hurries on. 

F.ven could the hand of avarice save 
Il.s gilded haubles. till the grave 
Kcclaimed its prey. 

Let none on such poor hopes rely ; 

Life, like an empty dream, flits hy. 

And where are the)’ ? 

Earthly desires and sensual lust 

Are pa.ssiona springing from the dast,. — 

They fade and die ; 

But, in the life beyond the tomh. 

They seal the immortal spirit’s dwm 
Eternally ! 

The pleasures and delights, which mask 
In treacherous smiles life’s serious task. 
What are they, all, 

But the fleet coursers of the chase, 

And death an amhush in the race. 
AMierein we fall ? 

No foe, no dangerous pass, wc heed, 

Brook no delay, — but onward speed 
With loosened rein ; 

And, when the fatal snare is near, 

Wc strive to eheek onr mad career, 

But strive in vain. 

n 
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Could wc new channs to ago impart, 

And fashion with a cunning art 
The human face, 

As we can clothe the soul with light. 

And make the glorious spirit hriglit 
With heavenly grace, — 

How busily each passing hour 
Should we exert that magic power! 

What ardour show, 

To deck the sensual slave of sin, 

Yet leave the frceboni soul within, 
lu weeds of woe! 

Mouarchs, the powerful and the strong. 
Famous in history and in song 
Of olden time. 

Saw, by the stem decrees of fate. 

Their kingdoms lost, and desolate 
Their nice sublime. 

Who is the champion ? who the strong ? 
Pontiff and priest, and sceptred throng? 
On these shall fall 
As heavily the hand of Death, 

As when it stays the shepherd’s breath 
Beside his stall. 

I apeak not of the Trojan name. 

Neither its glory nor its shame 
Has met our eyes ; 

Nor of Rome’s great and glorious dead. 
Though wc have heard so oft, and read. 
Their histories. 

Little avails it now to know 
Of ages passcil so long ago. 

Nor how they rolled; 

Our theme shall be of yesterday. 

Which to oblivion sweeps away, 

Like days of old. 
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Where is the King, Don Juan? Wliere 
Each ro^al prince and noble heir 
Of Aragon? 

Where are the courtly gallantries? 

The deeds of love and high emprise. 

In battle done? 

Tourney and joust, that eharmed the eye, 
And scarf, and gorgeous panoply, 

And noilding plume, — 

What were they but a pageant scene? 
^^'hat but the garlands, gay and green, 
That deck the tomb? 

Where ore the high-bom dames, and where 
Tlieir gay attire, and jewelled hair. 

And odors sweet? 

Where are the gentle knights, that came 
To kneel, and breathe love’s ardent flame, 
l/ow at their feet? 

Where is tlie song of Troubadour? 

Where are the lute and gay tambour 
They loved of yore? 

Where is the mazy dance of old. 

The flowing robes, inwrought with gold. 

The dancers wore ? 

And he who next the sceptre swayed, 
Henry, whose royal court displayed 
Such power and pride ; 

O, in what winning smiles arrayed. 

The world its various pleasures laid 
His throne beside ! 

But O ! how false and full of guile 
'Tliat world, which wore so soft a smile 
But to betray ! 

She, that had been his friend before, 

Now from the fated monarch tore 
Her charms away. 
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The eouutless gifts, — the stately walls, 
The royal palaces, and halls 
iVJl tilled with gold ; 

Plate with amiorial Ixjarings wrought, 
Chambers with ample treosmes fraught 
Of wealth untold ; 

The noble steeds, and harness bright. 

And gallant lord, and stalwart knight, 

In rich anay, — 

^^^le^e shall we seek them now ? Alas ! 
Like the bright dew-drops on the grass. 
They passed away. 

llis brother, too, whose factious seal 
Usurped the sceptre of Castile, 

Unskilled to reign ; 

What a gay, brilliant court had he, 

^^’hcn all the flower of chivalry 
AVas in his train ! 

But he was mortal ; and the breath. 

That flamed frt)m the hot forge of Death, 
Blasted his years ; 

Judgment of Ood ! that flame by thee, 
When raging fierce and fearfully, 

Was quenched in tears 1 

Spain’s haughty Constable, — the true 
And gallant Master, whom we knew 
Most loved of all. 

Breathe not a whisper of his pride, — 
lie on the gloomy scaffold died. 

Ignoble fall ! 

The countless treasures of his care, 

His hamlets gTt>en, and cities fair. 

His mighty power, — 

M’hat were they all but grief and .shame. 
Tears and a broken heart, when came 
The parting hour’? 
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His other brothers, proud and high, 
Masters, who, in prosperity. 

Might rival kings; 

Who made the bravest and the best 
The bondsmen of their high behest. 
Their underlings ; 

What was their pi-osperous estate. 

When high exalted and elate 
With jwwer and pride? 

\Miat, but a transient gleam of light, 

A flame, which, glaring at its height. 
Grew dim and died ? 

So many a duke of royal name, 

Marquis and count of spotless fame, 

And baron brave. 

That might the sword of empire wield, 
All tliese, O Heath, hast thou concealed 
In the dark grave ! 

Their deeds of mercy and of arms. 

In peaceful days, or war’s alarms, 

WTicn thou dost show, 

O Heath, thy stem and angry face. 

One stroke of thy all-powerful mace 
Can ovcrtlirow. 

Unnumbered hosts, that tlueeten nigh, 
Pennon and standard flaunting high. 

And flag displayed; 

High battlements intrenched around. 
Bastion, and moated wall, and mound, 
And palisade. 

And covered trench, secure and deep, — 
All these cannot one victim keep, 

O Heath, from thee, 

Mlien thou dost battle in thy wrath, 
And thy strong shafts pursue their path 
Unerringly. 



TKAKSLATIUNS. 


O World ! so few the years we live, 

Would that the life wliich thou dost give 
Were life indeed ! 

Alas ! thy sorrows fall so fast, 

Our happiest hour is when at last 
The soul is freed. 

Our days arc covered o'er witli grief. 

And sorrows neither few nor brief 
Veil all in gloom ; 

T,eft desolate of real good. 

Within this cheerless solitude 
No pleasures bloom. 

Thy pilgrimage begins in teai-s, 

And ends in bitter doubts and fears. 

Or dark despair; 

Midway so many toils ap|)ear. 

That he who lingers longest here 
Knows most of care. 

Thy goods are bought with many a groan, 
By the hot sweat of toil alone, 

And weary hearts ; 

Fleet-footed is the approach of woe, 

But with a lingering step and slow 
Its form departs. 

And he, the good man’s shield and shade. 
To whom all hearts their homage ptud. 

As Virtue’s son, — 

Roderic Manrique, — he whose name 
Is written on the scroll of Fame, 

Spain’s champion ; 

Ilis signal deeds and prowess high 
Demand no pompous eulogy, — 

Ye saw his deeds ! 

Why should their praise in verse be sung 
The name, that dwells on every tongue. 
No minstrel needs. 
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To friends a friend ; — how kind to all 
The vassals of tiiis ancient hall 
And feudal fief! 

To foes how stem a foe was he ! 

And to the valiant and tlie free 
flow brave a chief! 

AVhat prudence with the old and wise : 
\Miat grace in youthful gaieties; 

In all how sage ! 

Benignant to the serf and slave, 

Be showed the base and falselv brave 
A lion’s rage. 

His was Octavian’s prosperous star, 
Tlie ru.sh of Cresor’s eonquering ear 
At battle’s eall ; 

Ilis, Scipio’s virtue; his, the skill 
And the indomitable will 
Of Hannibal. 

His was a Trajan’s goodness, — his 
A Titus’ noble charities 
And righteous laws ; 

The arm of Hector, and the might 
Of Tully, to maintain the right 
In truth’s just cause ; 

The clemency of Antonine, 

Aurelius countenance divine. 

Firm, gentle, still; 

The eluquenec of Adrian, 

And Theodosius’ love to man. 

And generous will: 

In tented field and bloody fray. 

An Alexander’s vigorous sway 
And stem command ; 

The faith of Constantine ; av, more. 
The fervent love Camillus bore 
His native land. 
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lie left no well-filled treasury, 
lie heaped no pile of riches high, 

Nor massive plate ; 

He fought the Moors, — and, in their fall. 
City and tower and castled wall 
Were his estate. 

U|>on the hard-fought battle-ground, 

Urave steeds and gallant riders found 
A common grave ; 

And ther^ the warrior’s band did gain 
The rents, and tlic long vassal train, 

That conquest gave. 

And if, of old, his halls displayed 
'flic honored and exalted grade 
Ilis worth had gained. 

So, in the dark, disastrous hour. 

Brothers and bondsmen of his power 
His hand sustained. 

After high deeds, not left untold. 

In the stem warfare, which of old 
’Twas his to share. 

Such noble leagues he made, that more 
And fairer regions, than before. 

His guerdon were. 

These ore tlic records, half effaced. 

Which, with the hand of youth, he traced 
On history’s page; 

But with fresh victories he drew 
Each fading character atiew 
In his old age. 

By his imrivalled skill, by great. 

And veteran service to the state. 

By worth adored. 

Ho stood, in his high dignity. 

The proudest knight of chivalry, 

Knight of the Sword. 
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He found his cities and domains 
Ucneatli a tyrant’s galling chains 
And cruel power; 

But by fierce battle and blockade, 

Soon his own banner was displayed 
From every tower. 

By the tried valor of his hand, 

His monarch and his native land 
Were nobly served; — 

Let Portugal repeat the story, 

jAnd proud Castile, who shared the glory 

His arms deserved. 

And when so oft, for weal or woe. 

His life upon the fetal throw 
Had been cast down ; 

^^'hen he had served with patriot zeal 
Beneath the banner of Castile, 

His sovereign’s crown ; 

And done such deeds of valor strong 
That neither history nor song 
Can count them all ; 

Then, on Ocana’s castled rock. 

Death at his portal come to knock, 

AMth sudden call, — 

Saying, “ Good Cavalier, prepare 
To leave this world of toil and care 
With joyful mien ; 

Let thy strong heart of steel this day 
Put on its armour for the fray, — 

The closing scene. 

“Since thou hast been in battle-strife. 

So prodigal of health and life. 

For cartlily fame. 

Let virtue nerve thy heart again ; 
r.oud on the last stern battle-plain 
They call thy name. 

u 
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“ Think not tlie struggle that draws near 
Too terrible for man, — nor fear 
To meet the foe ; 

Nor let thy noble spirit grieve, 

Its life of glorious fame to leave 
On earth below. 

“ A life of honor and of worth 
Has no eternity on earth, — 

’Tis but a name ; 

And yet its glory far exceeds 

That base and sensual life, which leads 

To want and shame. 

“ The eternal life, beyond the shy. 

Wealth cannot purchase, nor the high 
The proud estate ; 

The soul in dalliance laid, — tlie spirit 
Corrupt with sin, — shall not inherit 
A joy so great. 

'• Hut the good monk, in cloistered cell, 

Shall gain it by his book and bell, 

His prayers and tears ; 

And the brave knight, whose arm endures 
Fierce battle, and against Uic Moors 
His standard rears. 

“And thou, brave knight, whose hand has poured 
The life-bloOd of the Pagan horde 
O'er all the land. 

In heaven shalt thou receive, at length. 

The guerdon of thine earthly strength 
And dauntless hand. 

“ Cheered onward by this promise suie. 

Strong in the faith entire and pure 
Thou dost profess. 

Depart, — thy hope is certainty, — 

The tliird — the better life on high 
Shalt thou possess.” 
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“ O Death, no more, no more delay ; 

My spirit longs to flee away, 

And be at rest ; 

The will of Heaven my will shall be, — 

I bow to the divine decree. 

To God’s behest. 

“ My soul is ready to depart. 

No thought rebels, the obedient heart 
Breathes forth no sigh ; 

The wish on earth to linger still 
Were vain, when ’tis God’s sovereign will 
That we shall die. 

“ O Thou, that for our sins didst take 
A human form, and humbly make 
'Tliy homo on earth ; 

Thou, that to thy divinity 
A human nature didst ally 
By mortal birth, 

“ And in that form didst suffer here 
Torment, and agony, and fear. 

So patiently ; 

By thy redeeming grace alone. 

And not for merits of my own, 

O, pardon me ! ” 

As thus the dying warrior prayed. 

Without one gathering mist or shade 
Upon his mind ; 

Encircled by his family, 

Watched by affection’s gentle eye 
So soft and kind ; 

His soul to Him, who gave it, rose j 
God lead it to its long repose. 

Its glorious rest ! 

And though the warrior’s sun has set, 

Its light shall linger round us yet. 

Bright, radiant, blest. 
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I>t>x Jorge MAKRiQrR, the Author of the preoc«ling poem, flourished In the butt 
half of Uie flfteenth century. He followed the profeaainu of annii ; and Marlann. 
in hU History of Hpaln, makes houoursbie mention of him, as being preaeni at the 
aiegc of Ucl^a ; he s]ieaka of him as youUi of eatimablc qualities, who in this 
war i^re brilliant prcMjfa of his valour. He dietl young>-having l>eca mortally 
woQnded in a akirmltih near Cunarette in the y«tar 1479— atwl war thus cut off 
long exerciaing his great virtues, and exhibiting to the world the light of his geniua, 
which was already know to feme.” 

Tlie name of liodrigo Manrtque, the father of the poet, Conde de Paredes and 
Maestro dc Santiago, is well known in Sjianisb history and song. He died in 147tl : 
A('ConIing to Mariana, in the town of UrlH ; but act^nrding the ]»oem of hU aoii. 
in the town of Ocano. It was his death that called forth the poem uiam which 
resU the literary reimtatJon of Uio younger Manrique. In the language of hia 
historian, ‘‘Don Jorge Manrique, In an elegant ode. hill of poetic ItoauLies, rich 
enitiellbihmenta of gruhu and high moral n^nectiuna, tnoumed the <leath of his 
hither, as with a fiineral hymn.'* This praise is not exaggerated ; the )K>em is a 
model in its kind. Its conception la solemn and l«autiful. and, in accordanee with 
It, Uic style moves on— calm, dignified, ami cudestic- It Is a great favonrile in 
H]>ain ; ami no leas tiuui four |H>rtic Olosaes, or rruming commeotariea, u]ion it 
have lieen puhliahoil. 

The following stanzas of the poem were found in the anthoi's {MH-kct, after his 
death on the fluid of battle : 


“ 0 world ! so few the yeans we live, 

Would that the life that thuu dost give 

Wen* life ImlemI I 

.\laa I thy sorrows fall so fast, 

Onr happiest hour is when at last 
The soul is freed. 

“ Oiir days are covere»l o'er with grief, 

And sorrows neither few nor brief 
Veil all in gloom : 

Left deaolate of real good. 

Within this clteerless solitude 
No pleaaun*s bloom. 

Thy pilgriinage begins in tears. 

And emls In bitter iloubts and fears. 

Or <lark despair ; 

Midway so many tolls ap)>ear, 

Tliat he who lingers longest liere 
Knows most of care. 

"Thy goo^ls arc liought with many a groan, 
liy the hot sweat of toil alone. 

And weary hearts ; 

Flect-footcl Is the approach of wt*e, 

But with a lingering step and slow 
Its form departs." 
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TJIE BROOK. 

PROM TIIC RPAKIRH. 

LAi'riii of the mountain ! — lyre of bird and tree ! 
Pomp of the meadow ! mirror of the mom ! 
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The soul of April, unto whom are born 
The rose and jessamine, leaps wild in thee ! 

Although where’er thj devious current strays, 

The lap of earth with gold and silver teems. 

To me thy clear proceeding brighter seems 

Than golden sands, that charm each shepherd's gaze. 

JIow without guile thy Ixjsom, all transparent 

As the pure crystal, lets the curious eye 

Thy secrets scan, thy smooth, round pebbles count ! 

How, witliout malice murmuring, glides thy current ! 

O sweet simplicity of days gone by ! 

Thou shun’st the haunts of man, to dwell in limpid fount ! 


THK CELESTIAL PILOT. 


r«f»M iTkOATORio, ii. 


And now, behold ! as at the approach of morning. 
Through the gros.s vapors. Mars grows fiery red 
Down in the west upon the ocean floor, 

Appeare<l to me, — may I again behold it ! — 

A light along the sea, so swiftly coming. 

Its motion by no flight of wiug is equalled. 

.\nd when therefrom I had withdrawn a little 
Mine eyes, that I might question my conductor. 
Again I saw it brighter grown and larger. 

Thereafter, on all sides of it, appeare<l 
I know not what of white, and underneath, 

Little by little, there came forth another. 
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My nio:)tcr yet had uttered not a word, 

While the first brightness into wings unfolded ; 

But, when he clearly recognised the pilot, 

lie cried aloud : “ Quick, quick, and bow the knee ! 
Behold the Angel of God ! fold up thy bauds ! 
Henceforward shalt thou see such otticers 1 

“ See, how he scorns all human argument.s. 

So that no oar he wants, nor other sail 
Than his own wings, between so distant shores ! 

“ See, how he holds them, pointed stnught to heaven. 
Fanning the air with the eternal pinions, 

That do not moult themselves like mortal hair ! ” 

And then, as nearer and more near us came 
The Bird of Heaven, more glorious he appealed. 

So that the eye could not sustain his presence. 

But down I cost it ; and he came to shore 
With a small vessel, gliding swift and light. 

So that the water swallowed nought thereof. 

Upon tlie stem stood the Celestial Pilot ! 

Beatitude seemed written in Ids face ! 

And more than a hundred spirits sat within. 

“ In ejcitu Israel out of Egypt ! ” 

Thus sang they all together in one voioe. 

With whatso in that Psalm is after written. 

Then made he sign of holy rood upon them, 

MTiereat all cast themselves upon the shore. 

And he departed swiftly as he came. 
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THE TEKRESTRLVL PAR.VDISK. 


mojii r>AKTK. i’rB«iAT<»nio. xxviii. 


I.^NOINO already' to •■M'arch in and ruuml 
Tlic heavenly forest, dense and living-green, 
Which to the eyes tempered the uew-boni day, 

Withouten more delay I left the bank, 

Crossing the level eounlry slowly, slowly, 

Over the soil, that everywhere breathed fragranee. 

A gently-breathing air, that no mutation 
Had in itself, smote me niton the forehead. 

No heavier blow, than of a pleasant breeze. 

Whereat the tremulous branches readily 

Did all of them bow downward towards that side 

Where its first shadow easts the Holy Mountain ; 

Yet not from their upright direction bent 
So that the little birds upon their tups 
Should cease the practice of their tuneful art ; 

But, with full-throated joy, the hours of prime 
Singing received they in the midst of foliage 
That made monotonous burden to their rhymes. 

Even as from branch to branch it gathering swells, 
Through the pine forests on the shorc of Chiassi, 
When /Eolus unlooses the Sirocco. 

Already my slow steps hud led me on 

Into the ancient wood so far, that 1 

Could sec no more the place where I hart entered. 
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Ami lo ! iiijp I’lirilior course cut off a river, 

Wliicli, towards the left hand, with its little waves, 
Ueiit down the grass, that on its margin sprang. 

All waters tlint on earth most limpid are, 

Woidd seem to have within themselves some mixture, 
t’om[>ared witli that, whieh nothing doth conceal. 

Although it moves on with a hrown, brown current, 
Under the shade iierjiclunl, that never 
Uu^- of the sun lets in, nor of the nu>on. 


BKATKICK. 

(ROM UA.STK. Cl’hOATOMlO, !LXX. XXXI. 

Kv'kn a.s the Blessed, in the new covenant. 

Shall rise up quickened, each one from his grave. 
Wearing again the garments of the flesh ; 

So, upon that celestial chariot, 

•V hundred rose ad I’wem tanti unit. 

Ministers and messengers of life eternal. 

The)' all were sajdng : “Bentdiclus qui veiiU,'’ 
And scattering flowers above and round about, 

“ ilanihui o date lilia plrnis." 

I once beheld, at the a])proaeh of day. 

The orient sky all stained with roseate hues. 

And the other heaven with light serene adorneil. 

And the sun’s face uprising, overshadowed. 

So that, by temperate influence of vapours, 

The eye sustained his aspect for long while ; 

Thus in the bosom of a cloud of flowers, 

Whieh from those hands angelic were tlu'own u[i. 
And down descended inside ntnl without 
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Witli crown of olivo o’er ii snow-white veil. 

Appeared a lady, under a green nmtitle. 

Vested in colours of the living flame. 

* * • » * 

Even us the snow, among the living rafters 
UiKjn tlic back of Italy, congeals, 

Blown on and lieaten by Sclavonian winds, 

And then, dissolving, filters through itself, 

Whene’er the land, that loses shadow, breathes. 

Like as a taper melts before a fire. 

Even such I was, without a sigh or tear. 

Before tlie .song of tho.se who chime for ever 
After the chiming of the eternal spheres ; 

But, when I heard in tliose sweet melodies 
Compassion for me, more than had they said, 

“ O wherefore, lady, dost thou thus consume him ? " 

The ice tliut was aljont my heart congealed. 

To air and water changed, and, in my anguish. 
Through lips and eyes came gushing fiom my breast. 

• * « < • 

Confusion and dismay, together mingled. 

Forced such a feeble “ Yes ! ” out of my mouth. 

To understand it one had need of sight. 

Even as a cross-bow breaks, when ’tis discharged. 
Too tensely drawn the bow-string and the bow. 

And with Ic^ force the arrow hits the mark ; 

fso I gave way under this heavy burden. 

Gushing forth into bitter tears and sighs. 

And the voice, fainting, flagged upon its passage. 
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rnoM nie rnrxrH of ohari.im D'nm.rAMii. 

XT. rFKTTRV. 

Gentle Spring ! — in !>unghinc clad, 
Well dost thou thy power display ! 
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For Winter ninketli the liglit heart sad, 

And thou, — thou mnkest tlie sail heart gnv. 
lie sees thee, and calls to his gloomy train. 

The sleet, and the snow, and the wind, and the rain ; 
And they shrink away, and they flee in fear, 

^\^lon thy merry step draws near. 

Winter giveth the fields and the trees, so old. 

Their Irt'anls of icicles and snow ; 

And the rain, it raincth so fast and cold. 

We must cower over the embers low ; 

And, snugly housed from the wind and weather. 
Mope like binls that are changing feather, 

Jlut the storm retires, and the sky grows clear, 

Mlicn thy merry step draws near. 

Winter maketh the sun in the gloomy sky 
M'rap him round with a mantle of cloud ; 

But. Heaven bo jiraiscd, thy step is nigh : 

Thou tcarcst away the mournful shroud. 

And the earth looks bright, and Winter surly, 

Mlio has toiled for nought both late and early. 

Is banished afar by the new-Iiorn j'ear. 

When thy merry step diaws near. 


THE BIBD AND TlHi SHIP. 

FROM THE HERMAN OR MCLLER. 

“ Tkk rivers rush into the sea, 

By castle and town they go ; 

The winds behind them merrily 
Their noisy tnimpets blow. 

“ The clouds are fmssing far and high. 
We little birds in them ]day ; 

And everything, that can sing and fly. 
Goes with us, and far away. 
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“ 1 greet thee, Imt ! Whitlier, or wlience, 

With thy fluttering gohleii hand ? ” — 

‘‘ I greet thee, little bird ! To the wide sea 
1 haste from the narrow land. 

“ Full and swollen is every sail ; 

1 sec no longer a hill, 

I have trustorl all to the sounding gale, 

And it will not let me .stand still. 

“And wilt thou, little bird, go with us? 

Thou mayest stand on the mainnm.st tall. 

For full to sinking is my hou.se 
With merry eompanions all.” — 

“ I need not and seek not company, 

Bonny boat, I can sing all alone ; 

For the mainmast tall too heavy am I, 

Bonny boat, I have wings of my own. 

“ High over the sails, high over the mn.s|, 

\Mio shall gainsay these joys? 

When thy merry companions are still, at la«t, 
Thou shalt hear the sound of my voice. 

“ Wlio neither may re.«t, nor listen may, 

God bles.s them every one ! 

I dart away, in the bright blue day. 

And the golden Helds of the sun. 

“ Thus do I sing my weary song. 

Wherever the four winds blow ; 

And tills same .«ong, my whole life long. 

Neither Poet nor Printer may know.” 
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tiif: chit.d asleep. 

FROM THE rRBRCH. 

Swt;et babe ! true |tortrait of thy father's face, 

Sleep oil the bosom, that thy lips have pressed I 
Sleep, little one ; and closely, gently place 
Thy drowsy eyelid on thy mother's breast. 

I'poii that tender eye, my little friend, 

.Soft sleep shall come, that conicth not to me ! 

I watch to see thee, nourish thee, defend ; — 

'Tia sweet to watch for thw, alone for thee ! 

His amis fall down ; sleep sits upon his brow ; 

His eye is closed ; ho sleeps, nor dreams of harm. 
Wore not his cheek the apple’s ruddy glow, 

Would you not say he slept on Death’s cold arm ? 

■\wake, my Iwy ! — I tremble with affright ! 

Awake, and chase this fatal thought ! — Unclose 
Thine eye but for one moment on the light ! 

Even at the price of thine, give me repose ! 

Sweet error ! — he but slept, — I bi-eathe again ; 

Come, gentle dreams, the hour of sleep beguile ! 

O ! when shall he. for whom I sigh in vain. 

Beside me watch to see thy waking smile ’? 
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THE GRAVE. 

mOM THE AKGLO-IIAlON. 


For thee wa^ a house built 
Ere thou wast bom, 

For thee was a mould meant 
Kre thou of mother earnest. 
But it is not made rcadv, 
Kor its depth measured, 

Nor is it seen 
How long it shall be. 

Now I bring tliee 
Where thou shalt be ; 

Now I shall measure thee, 
.Vnd the mould afterwards. 

Thy house is not 
Highly timbered. 

It is unhigh and low ; 

When thou art therein. 

The heel-ways are low. 

The side-ways unhigh. 

Tlie roof is built 
Thy breast full nigh. 

So thou shall hi mould 


Dwell full eold. 

Dimly and dark. 

Doorless is that house, 

And dark it is within; 

There thou art fast detained. 
And Death hath the key. 
Loathsome is that earth-house. 
And grim within to dwell. 
There thou shalt dwell, 

And worms shall divide thee. 

Thus thou art laid. 

And leavest thy friends; 

Thou hast no friend. 

Who will oomc to thee. 

Who will ever see 

How that house pleaseth thee; 

Who will ever open 

The door for thee 

And descend after thee. 

For soon thou art loathsome 
.\ud hateful to see. 
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KING CIIIUSTJAN. 


A nat(«.>:<al noxo or tiEKHARiL — PR(>M THE bAXHti ur JuHAVNIIS KVaU>. 


Kino Cuiiistian stood by the lofty niioit 
In mist and smoke ; 

His sword was hammering so fast, 

Through Gothic helm mid hrnin it passed ; 
Then sank each hostile hulk and mast. 

In mist and smoke. 

‘‘ Fly ! ” shouted they, “ fly, he who cun ! 

Who braves of Denmark’s Christian 
The stroke?” 

Nils duel gave heed to the tempest's roar. 
Now is the hour ! 

lie hoisteil his bbxid-nal flag once more, 

And smote u])on the foe full soro. 

And shouted loud, tlmough the tempest’s roar, 
“ Now is the hour ! ” 

“ Fly ! ” shouted they, “ for shelter fly ! 

Of Denmark’s .luel who can defy 
The power ? ” 

North Sen ! a glimpse of ^^'essol rent 
Thy murky sky ! 

Then champions to thine arms were sent ; 
Terror and Death glared where ho went ; 
From the waves was heard a wail, that rent 
Thy murky sky ! 

From Denmark, thunders Tordenskiol’, 

L#et each to Heaven commend his soul. 

And fly ! 

Path of the Dane to fame and might ! 
Dark-rolling wave I 

Receive thy friend, who, scorning flight. 

Goes to meet danger with despite. 

Proudly as thou the tempest’s might. 

Dark -rolling wave ! 

-Vml amid pleasures and alarms, 

.Vnd war and victory, lie thine arms 
My grave ! 



FHAOMKNT OF A MODRHN nAI.I.AO. 


rKoM TilR rirnuAN. 


Tiikrk !<nt ono day in quiof. 

By an ak-houK- on t)ic Kliinc, 
Four Imie and honrty fellows, 
And drank the prorioiia wine. 
K 
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TIk' Iniitlloiil's (laiigliler their clips, 
Around the rustic lionrd ; 

Tlien wit they all so calm ami still, 

And spake not one rude word. 

Itut, when the maid depnrteil, 

A Swabian raised his hand, 

And cried, all hot and llushetl with wine, 
“ Tying live tlie Swabian land ! 

“ The gi'eate.st kinffdom n|ain earth 
t 'annot with that compare ; 

AVith all the stout and haivly men 
And the nut-brown maideita there.” 


lla!” cried a Sa.xon, laughing. — 

And dashed hi.s lamnl with wine; 

“ I had i-athcr live in Lapland, 

Than that Swabian land of thine ! 

“ The gooiUiest land on all this earth. 

It is the .Sa.xon land ! 

There liave 1 as many maidens 
As fingers on this hand I” 

** Hold vour tongues ! both .Swabian and Saxon 1 
A bold Bohemian cries ; 

“If there’s a heaven upon this earth. 

In Bohemia it lies. 

“ There the tailor blows the flute. 

And the cobbler blows the horn. 

And the miner blows the bugle. 

Over mountain gorge and iKiurn.” 

* • • • • 

And then the landlord’s daughter 
I'p to heaven raised her hand. 

And said, “ Ve may no more contend. — 

I'hen* lies the liappiest land 1 ” 


Digitized by Google 



KKiiM THK i.r.HMAX (»•’ TIKtMir. 


“ WniTHEH, thou tlirhiil wave ? 
Wliilher, witli ao much hoate, 
Aa if a thief wert tiinu?” 


“ I am the Wave of Life, 
Stainetl with my margin’s dust ; 
From the struggle and the strife 
Of the narrow stream I fly 
To the iSea’s immensity, 

To wash from me tlie slime 
< >f the muddy hanks of Tinn‘." 
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THK DEAD. 


rftoM Tin: GERMAN OT KLOPNTOCK. 


How they so softly rest, 

All, all the holy dead, 

L'nto whose dwelliiif;-placc 
Now doth my soul draw near ! 
How they so softly rest, 

All in their silent graves. 

Deep to corruption 
Slowly down-sinking ! 


And they no longer weep. 
Here, where complaint is still ! 
And they no longer feel. 

Here, where all gladness flics ! 
And by the eypresses 
Softly o’ershadowed. 

Until the Angel 

Calls them, they slumber! 
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rH<»M THE OKRMA!>« or Mt'LlXR. 

I UKAKU a brooklet gushing 
From its rocky fountain near, 

Down into the valley rushing. 

So fresh and wondrous clear, 

1 know not what came o’er me. 

Nor who the counsel gave ; 

But I must hasten downward, 

All with my pilgrim-stave; 

Downward, and ever farther. 

And ever the brook beside ; 

And ever fresher murmured. 

And ever clearer, the tide. 

Is this the way I was going? 

WTiithcr, O brooklet, say ! 

Thou host, with thy soft murmur, 

Munnured my senses away. 

What do I say of a murmur? 

That can no murmur be ; 

’Tis the water-nymphs that are singing 
Their roundelays under me. 

Let them sing, my friend, let them murmur. 
And wander merrily near; 

The wheels of a mill arc going 
In every brooklet clear. 




BEWAKK ! 


> |M» M T M r «) >: K M A K. 

I KNOW a iiiaidt-n fuir tu »C€, 
Take I’aix? ! 
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She eaii both false and friendly be, 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 

She is fooling thee! 

She has two eyes, so soft and brown. 
Take care ! 

She gives a side-glanee and looks down. 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Ti-ust her not. 

She is fooling thee ! 


And she has hair of a golden hue. 
Take care ! 

And what she says, it is not true. 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not, 

She is fooling thee ! 


She has a bosom as white as snow. 

Take care! 

She knows how much it is Ircst to show, 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Tnist her not, 

She is fooling thee ! 


She gives thee a garland woven fair. 
Take caie ! 

It is a fool’s-cap for the<? to wear. 
Beware ! Beware ! 

Trust her not. 

She is fooling thee 1 
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SONG OF THE BELL. 


rRnu THR GRRWAK. 


Beu,! thou soundest merrily, 

When the bridal party 
To the chureh doth hie ! 

Bell ! thou soundest solemnly, 

Wien, on Sabbath mominj;. 
Fields deserted lie ! 

Bell ! thou soundest merrily ; 

Tellest thou at evening. 
Bed-time draweth nigh ! 

Bell ! thou soundest mournfully ; 

Tellest thou the bitter 
Parting hath gone by ! 

Say ! how eanst thou mourn ? 

How eanst thou rejoice? 

Thou ail but metal dull ! 

And yet all our soiTowiiigs, 

And all our rejoicings. 

Thou dost feel them all ! 

God hath wonders many, 

Which we cannot tathoni, 

Plneeil within thy form ! 

When the heart is sinking. 

Thou alone eanst rai.«e it. 
Trembling in the slonn ! 
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“ Hast fliou s<*cn thot lordly cusllo, 
Thnt Casllo by tlic Sou? 

(•olden and red above it 
The clouds float gorgeously. 

L 
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“ And fain it would stoop downward 
To tlie mirrored wave btdow ; 

•And fain it would sour upward 
In the evening's erimsun glow.” 

” Well have I seen tliat castle. 

That Castle by the sea. 

And the muon above it standing, 

.Vnd the mist ri.se wdcmnly. ” 

“ The winds and the waves of ocean. 

Had they a meny chime? 

Didst thou hew, fmm those lofty cliunibers, 
The harp and the minstrel’s rhyme ? ” 

“ The winds and the waves of ocean, 

They rested quietly ; 

Hut 1 heard on the gale a sound of wail, 
-And tears came to mine eye. ” 

“ And sawest tliou on the turrets 
The King and his royal bride? 

-And tlie wave of their crimson mantles? 
And the golden crown of pride ? 

“ Led they not forth, in rapture, 

A beauteous maiden tlicre ? 

Kesplendcnt as the morning sun. 

Beaming with golden hair?” 

AVell saw I the ancient parents ; 

AVithout the crown of pride ; 

They were moving slow, in weeds of woe, 
No maiden was by their side ! ” 
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TIIK IlI-ACK KNIGHT. 


ri;oi* TTir orR'ns or 


’Twa 8 Pentocost, llio Foast of Gladncivs. 
AVlien woods and Holds put off all sndnciw. 
Thus liogan tlic Kinj; mid spnko; 
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“ So from llie Imlls 
Of ancioni Hof burg’s wnlls, 

A luxuriant Spring slinll break.” 


Hniius ami truiiincts cebo loudly. 
Wave tlie crimson Imnnci’s proudly. 

From balcony Ibe King lookcil on ; 
In tlie (day of spears, 

Fell all the cavfdiers. 

Befoii; tbe monareb's stalivnrt son. 


I’o tbe ban-ier of tbe figbt 
Rode at last a sable Knight. 

" Sir Knight ! your name ami sculobi'tMi, say 
“ Should I s[)cak it lieie, 

Ve would stand aghast with fear; 

I am a Priiiw of mighty sway ! ’’ 


When ho rode into the lists, 

The arch of heaven grew black with mists. 
And the ea.stle ’gan to rock. 

At the firet blow. 

Fell the youth from saddle-bow. 

Hardly rises from the shook. 


Pipe and viol i-nll the dances. 

Torch-light through the high hall glancf-s ; 

Waves a mighty shadow in ; 

With manner bland 

Doth ask the maiden's band, 

Doth with her the dance begi?i ; 


Danced in sable iron sark, 

Danced a measure weird and dork. 
Coldly clasped her limbs around. 
From breast and hair 
Down fall from her the fair 

Flowerets, fadeil, to the ground. 



THE BLACK KSIOUT. 


To Iho sumptuous bnnquot came 
Every Knight nnil every Daiuo. 

'T«nxt sou ami daughter all distraught, 
AVith mouniful mind 
The ancient King reelineil, 

tiazed at them in silent ihmight. 


Pale the children hoth did look. 

But the guest a Is-aker took ; 

“ Golden wine will make you whole I ” 
The children di'ank, 
liave many a courteous thank ; 

“ Oh, that draught was very cool ! 


Each the father's hreost embraces, 
S«Hi and daughter ; and their faces 
Colourless grow utterly. 
Whichever way 

liooks the fear-struck father gray, 
lie lieholds liLs children die. 


“ Woe ! the blessed children both 
Takest thou in the joy of youth ; 

Take me, too, the joyless father!” 
Spake the gi-ini Guest, 

From his hollow, cavernous breast, 

“ Koscs in the spring I gather!’ 



TRAXSI-ATIONS. 


SONG OF TIIP; SILENT LAND. 


rnnM THK URKMAN Or HALIH. 


Into tl«o Siloiit I/anil! 

Ah ! who sliall Icml us tliilhor? 

Clouds in the evening .sky more darkly gather. 
And shattered wreeks lie ihieker on the strnml. 
Who leads us with a gentle hand 
Thither, O thither. 

Into the Silent Land? 


Into the Silent Land ! 

To you, ye boundless regions 
Of all perfection I Tender inorning-visions 
Of l>enutcnus souls ! The Future’s pledge and hand ! 
Who in T/ife’s battle firm doth stand. 

Shall hear Ho}k*’s tender blossoms 
Into the Silent I^aml ! 


OTjuid! O I,and 1 

For all the broken-hearte<l 

Tlic mildest herald by our fate allotted, 

Beckons, and with invertisl torch doth stand 

To lend us witli a gentle hand 

Into the land of the great Departerl, 

Into the Silent land ! 


THE CIIILDUEN OF THE LOKirS SUJ’l'EH. 


rHOM tUK tiWEDIaH. 


PRKFATOKY KKMARKS. 

TiiiH Iilyl, from tlic <iriKinal of BisLoj) Tegiier, descTiptive of sceiius of villa^te life 
iti Swwleii, enjoj-H a wcll-iucriteil reputatinii in the North of Europe, from ita heauty 
ami simplicity as well as from the imrc and elevated tone of the writer. 

There is something patriarchal still lingering atsmt niral life in Sweden, com- 
liineil with an almost primeval simplicity, ai> almost |irimevul solitude, which 
renders it a lit theme for song. You iklss out frtim the gate of the city, and, as if hy 
magic, the scene clianges to a wild, wmsUand laiid»i»ia‘. ,\iound you are forests 
of hr, with their long, fau-like hraiiches ; while under foot is spreail a carpet of yellow 
leaven. On a wisslcn bridge you cross a little silver stream ; and anon come forth into 
a pleasiint land of farma tVooden fences divide the adjoining fields. The gates arc 
o|icncil hy troo|is of children, and the jieasants take off their hats a.s you (lass. The 
houses ill the villages and smaller towns are built of hewn timlicr, and are 
g'lierally jiaintcd red. The fl«>re of the taverns are strewn with the fragrant 
ti|>s of lir-bouglis. In many villages there are no taverns, and the iieas.'Uits take 
turns in receiving travellers. The thrifty huusewife shows you into the l>est chanilier, 
the walls of which arc hung round with rude pictures from the Ilihle ; arid she 
hrings you ciirdleil milk from the ]iaii, with oaten cakes lakcd sonic months 
l>cforB, Meanwhile, the sturdy htisl«nd has hroiight his horses from the plough, mid 
harnessed them to your carriage. Solitary travellers come and go in uncouth one- 
horse chaises. Most of them are smoking pipes, and have lianging around their 
■recks in front, a leather wallet, in which they cany tolwcco. and the great lank- 
notes of the country. Y'ou meet, also, groups of liarefooted Ralekarlian jieasaiil 
women, travelling in pursuit of work, catryiiig in their hands their shoes, which 
have high heels under the hollow of the foot, and soles of hirch lark. 

Frequent, too, arc the village churches, standing hy the road-side. In the church- 
yard are a few flowers, and much green grass. The grave-stones arc flat, large, 
low, and jierliaps sunken, like the roofs of old houses ; the tenants all sleeping 
with their hcmls to the westward. Each held a lighted tajier in his hand wlien he 
died ; and in his eoflin were placed his little heart-treasures, and a piece of money 
for Ills best journey. Ralies that came lifeles-s into the world were carried in the 
arms of gniy-liaircd old men to the only cradle they ever slept in ; and in the shroud 
of the dead mother were laid the little garments of the child, tliat lived and died in 
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I'RKFACK TO TKO^KK'S 


her Ikwoiii. Near the church-yard gate Ktands a laxir-lnrx, with a Bluojiing mof ever it, 
fastened to a i>ost by iron hands, and Bccnretl l>y a |>oiUi>ik. If it lie Sunday, the 
))ea.suit.s ait on the church stci>s and con their |isuliu-lHniks. Ollicre are coming down 
the road, listening to their lielovcd iwator. He is their |«itriarch, and, like Melchi- 
zcilek, liuth (iricat and king, though he has no other throne than the church imlpit. 
The women carry jwalm-liooks in their hands, wrajiiicd in silk handken'hiefs, ami 
listen devoutly to the gmid man’s wonls. But the yo\nig men, like Oallio, care for 
none of these things. They are busy counting the idait-s in the kirtles of the 
{leasant girls, their uiuulier lichig an indication of the wearer’s wealth. 

I will endeavour to describe a village wedding in .Sweden. It shall he in summer 
time, that the early song of the lark and of chanticleer may lie hetml mingling 
in the clear morning air, just after sunrise. In the yard there is a sound of voices 
and train]iling of hoofs. The steed is lol forth that is to liear the bridcgnxun, 
with a bunch of flowers upon his forehead, and a garland of com-flowets around his 
neck. Friends from the ncighlsiuring farms come riding in, and the hapjiy 
bridegroom, with a whip in his liand, and a mon.stnuis nosegay in the breast of 
his black jacket, comes forth from his choraher; and then to horse and away, 
towards the village where the bride is demurely waiting. 

Foremost rides the ,S)sikesman, followcil by some village musicians. Next comes 
the hajipy swain between Ids two groomsmen, and then “ heaps of friends,” half of 
them ])crhai« with fire-arms in tlieir hands. A wagon laden with fissl and drink 
hrings up tiie rear. At the entmiice of eveiy village stamls a triiimplml arch, 
a<ionie<l with Howers and riliands ; and as they (xiss Inmeath it tlie wedding guests 
fire a solute, and the whole pmeession stops. And straiglit from many a [ss-ket 
flies a hlaek-jaek, filled with punch or brandy. It is ]va.s.sed from hand bi hand 
among the crowd ; provisions arc linmglit from the wagon, and alter eating and 
drinking and hiirraliing, the pnaessioii moves forwanl again, and at length draws 
near the house of the bride. Four heralds ride forwanl to annonme tliat a knight 
and his attendants arc in the neighhoiiring forest, and pray for liospitality. “ How 
many arc you ?” asks tlic bride’s father. “ At lea.st three hmidrctl,” is the answer ; 
and to this tiie host replies, " Were you seven times as many, you should all lie 
weloimc ; and in token thereof receive tliis cup.” Whercu|Kiu each herald receives 
a can of ale ; ami sisin after the whole jovial company iiours into tlic farmer’s 
yard, and, riding round the .May-isde in tlie centre, alights amid a grand flourish 
of music. 

In the luall sits the bride, with a cmwii upon her licsid and a tear in her eye ; 
she is drcssc<l in a rtsl tssliee and kirtle, with hst>c linen sleeves. There is a 
gildeil lielt around her waist ; and around her neck strings of golden beads, and 
a golden chain. On tlie crown rests a wreatli of wild roses, and Is-low it another 
of cypreas. I/oosely over her shoulders falls her flaxen hair ; and her blue innocent 
eyes arc fixcsl upon the ground. But with all this display, she is jioor in worldly 
wealth. Her very ornaments have liccn hired for this great day. Yet is she 
rich in healtli, rich in hope, rich in her first young love. The hles.sing of heaven Is; 
u|sm thee ! t?o tliinks the jiarish priest, as he joins together the hands of hride 
and liridcgrooin, saying in dccji, solemn tones.— “ 1 give thc*e in marriage this 
damsel, to lie thy weddeil wife in ail honor, and to share the half of thy lied, 
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thy luck and key, aiul every thiril jicmiy which you two may im>s»cs«, or may inherit, 
ami all the righu which L’vhuid’a laws provide, and the holy king Erik gave." 

The dinner ia now served, and the hride sits U-tween the hridegnxdii and liie 
priest. The Sisjkesman delivers an oration after the ancient custom, interlarded 
with quotations from the Bible ; and invites the Saviour to lie present at this 
marriage feast, as he was at the marriage feast in Cana of Galilee. The table is 
not sparingly set forth, and the feast goes cheerly on. Punch and hrandy jiass 
round between the courses, and here and there a pljie is smoked, while waiting 
fur the next dish. They sit long at table ; and then the ilame liegina It is le<l 
otf by the bride and the priest, who la-rfomi a solemn minuet together. Not till 
after midnight ewroea the Uast Uance. The girls form a ring around the bride, t*i 
keeji her from the hands of the married women, who endeavour to break through 
the magic circle, and seize their new sister. After long stniggling they succeed ; and 
the crown is taken from her heal and the jewels from her neck, and her bodice 
is unlaced and her kirtie taken oft ; then like a vestal virgin dad all in white 
she goes, but it is to her marriage chamber, not to her grave ; and the wedding 
guests follow her with lighted candles in their luuids. And this Is a village 
bridal. 

But I must not forget to s|ieak of the suddenly changing scaiums of the Northern 
clime. There is no long spring, grailually unfolding leaf and blossom ; — no lingering 
autumn, poniisnis with many-eolored leaves. But winter amt summer are wonderful, 
and iKuw into each cither. The quail has liardly ceased piping in the com, when 
winter from the folds of trailing clouds sows broad-east over the land snow, icicles, 
ami rattling hail. The days wane aimee. Ere long the smi luirdly rises alsive the 
horizon, or dues not rise at all. The imsin and the stars shine through the day ; 
ouly, at noon, they are iiale mid wan, ami in the southern sky a rcil, fiery glow, as of 
sunset, bums along the horizon, and then goes out- And pleasantly under the silver 
moon, and twinkling stars, ring the steel shoes of tlie skaters on the frozen sea, and 
voices, and the sound of liella 

And now the Northcni Lights liegin to bum, faintly at firet, Ukc siinlieams jilaying 
ill the waters of the blue sea. Then a soft erimsun glow tinges the heavena There 
is a blush on the cheek of night. The colors come and go ; and cliange from erimsun 
to gold, from gold to erimson. The snow is stained with rosy light Twofold from 
the zenith, east and west, flames a fiery sword ; and a bread land |ias.ses athwart the 
heavens, like a summer sunset. Soft piiiqile clouds come sailing over the sky, and 
threugh their vaisity folds the winking stars shine white as silver. With such jximp 
as this is Merry Christmas ushered in, though only a single star hendded the first 
Christmas. And in memory of that day the Swedish ja-asaiits lianec on straw ; and 
the peasant girls threw straws at the timliered reof of the hall, and for every one 
that sticks in a crack shall a gnsausuian come to their wedding. Merry indcoi is 
Christmas-time for Swedish [leasants : hrandy and iiuHirewn ale in wocslen bowls ; 
and the great Yulecako crowned with a cheese, and giirlamled with apples, and 
npholding a thrcc-anned candlestick over the Christmas feast. 

And now leafy mid-summer, full of blossoms and the song of nightingales, is come ! 
In every village there is a Ylay-jsile fifty feet high, with wreaths and roses and rilands 
streaming in the wind, and a noisy weatherioek on top. The sun does not set 
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till ten o’cluek at night ; and the children are at )ilay in the atreeta an hour later. 
The windows and doors are all open, and you may sit and read till midnight without 
a candle. 0 how Ircautifiil is the summer night, which is not night, but a sunless yet 
unclouded day, descending ui>on earth with dews, and shadows, and refreshing 
coolness ! Uow lieautifiil the long, mild twilight, which unites tonlay with yesterday ! 
Dow beautiful the silent hour, when Morning and Evening thus sit togetlier, hand 
in hand, beneath the starless sky of midnight ! From the church-tower in the public 
s<|uare the liell tolls the hour, with a soft, musical chime ; anil the watchman, whose 
watch-tower is the lielfry, blows a blast in his horn, fur each stroke of the hammer 
and four times, to the four comers of the heavens, in a sonorous voice he chaunts, — 

** Hu f w»t<-hni«n, bn ! 

Twolvtf is Uti! clock ! 

(Jtxl k«>ep oar ^lwil 
From bre and brantl. 

Ami hostile !mn«l ! 

Twelve Is the clock 

From his swallow's nest in the belfty he can see the sitn all night long ; and farther 
north the priest stands at his door in the warm midnight, and lights his pi)>e with a 
common burning gla.ss. 

I trust that tliese remarks will not Ire deemeii irrelevant to the jtoem, hut will lead 
to a clearer nnderstanding of it The translation is literal, jierhaps to a fault. In 
no instance Imvc I done the author a wrong, by introducing into his work any 
siipjiosed improvements or embellishments of my own. I have preserved evert the 
measure ; in which, it must lie confessed, the motions of the English Mitse arc not 
unlike tliase of a prisoner dancittg to the mitsic of his chains ; and )>erha|>s, ns Dr. 
Johnson said of the dancing dog, “ tire wonder is not tliat she should do it so well, 
hut tliat she should do it at all.” 

Ksaias Tegn4r, the author of this (locn), was liom in the jiarish of By in Warm- 
land, in the year 1782. In 1799 he entered the University of Lund, a.s a student ; 
and in 1812 was appointed Professor of Creek in that institution. In 1824 he lavame 
Bishop of Wexio, which office he still holds. He is the glory and Is'ast of Sweden, 
and stands first among all her )siets living or dead. Ills principal work is Frithiofs 
Saga ; one of the most remarkable ]iocuis of the age. Bishop Tegncr is a prophet, 
honored in liLs owtt country, adding one more to the list of great names tlmt a<lom 
her history. 
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Pbntkcost, day of rejoicing, liod come. The clmrch of the village 
Gleaming stood in the morning’s sheen. On the spire of the belfry, 
Tipped with a vane of metal, the friendly flames of Ihe Spring-sun 
Glanced like the tongues of fire, beheld by Apostles afuretime. 

Clear was the heaven and blue, and May, with her cap crowned with roses. 
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SioikI in lif'r Imlidny dress In tlie fields, and the witid and tlie brooklet 
-Miirtmireil gladncsii and pence, fiod’s-jK'aco ! with li|«» rosy-tinted 
\Vhi»iwred the race of the fiowers, and merry on ludancing branches 
Birds were singing their caivl, n jubilant liymn to the Highest. 

Swept and clean was the clmrehyaid. Adorned like a leaf-woven arlioiir 
Stood its old-fashioned gale ; and within upon each cross of iron 
Hung was a fragrant garland, new twined by the bnnils of affeclkm. 

Even the dial, that stoo«l on a hillock among the departed, 

(There full a hundred years hail it stood,) was emlx'lli.shed with bloasonis. 

Like to the patriarch hoary, the sage of his kith and the hamlet. 

Who on his birth-day is crowne<l by children and children’s ehildi^n. 

So stooil the ancient proi>het. and mute with his jtcneil of iron 
Marked on the tablet of stone, and measured the time and it,s changes, 

M illie all around at his feet, an eternity slumbered in quiet. 

Akso the church within was adonied, for this was the season 
When the young, their |M»rent’s hope, and the loved-ones of heaven. 

Should at the foot of the altar renew the vows of their liaptism. 

Therefore each nook and corner was swept and eleaneil, and the dust was 
Blown from the walls and ceiling, and from the oil-painted benches. 

There stood the church like a garden; the Feast of the Leafy Pavilions* 

Saw we in living presentment. From noble anus on the church wall 
Grew forth a cluster of leaves, and the preacher's pulpit of oak-wood 
Biidilisl once more anew, as aforetime the rod Itcfore Aaron. 

Wreathed thereon was the Bible with leaves, and the dove, washed with silver. 
Under its canopy fastened, hail on it a necklace of wild-flowei-s. 

But in front of the choir, round the altar-piece pnintisl by Hiirliorg.t 
Crept a garland gigantic ; and bright-curling tresses of angels 
Peeped, like the sun from a cloud, from out of the shadowy leaf-work. 
Likewise the lustre of brass, new-|>oli.shed, blinked from the ceiling, 

.And for light-s there were lilies of PenU>eost set in the sockets. 


Loud rang the bells already ; the thronging crowd was assembletl 
Far fi-om valleys and hills, to list to the holy preaching. 

Hark ! then roll forth at once the mighty tones from the organ. 

Hover like voices from God, aloft like invisible spirits. 

Like as Elias in heaven, when he cast off from him his mantle. 

Even so cost off the soul its garments of earth ; and with one voice 

• TTif Fwt of T»»b<‘nuirl<*s ; in hnfkyiitiokH^uien, the Leaf-hntV -high-tide, 

t The of SwiHti*n. lie known rhiefly hy hit* ultiir-pieeejt in the viUikge ehnn he*. 
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Chimed in the conf^regation, and gang an aiithem immortal 
Of the sublime WaUin,* of David's harp in the North-land 
Tuned to the choral of Luther ; the song on its powerful pinions 
Took every living soul, and lifted it gently to heaven, 

And every face did shine like the Holy One’s face upon Tabor. 

Lo ! there entered then into the church the Reverend Teacher. 

Fatlier he hight and he wa.s in the parish ; a christianly plainness 
Clothed from his head to his feet the old man of seventy winters. 
Friendly was he to behold, and glad as the heralding angel 
Walked he among the crowds, but still a contemplative grandeur 

* A pulpt(><»nitAr und port. Hi> {« |•Ar1i^llUr1)’ rrniarkitlilo Tor th«* heauty and aobHinity 

of hia pKalma. 


Digitized by Google 


TKANSLATIONS. 


8f) 

oil his foroheod ns clear, ns on m«iS-covcred grave-stone a sunlioam. 

As in his inspiration (an evening twilight that faintly 
Gleams in the human soul, oven now, from the day of creation) 

Th’ Artist, the friend of heaven, imagines Saint John when in Patmos, 

Gray, with his eyes uplifted to heaven, so seemed then the old man ; 

Such was the glance of his eye, and such were his tresses of silver. 

All the congi-egation arose in the pews that were numbered. 

But with a cordial look, to the right and the left hand, the old man 
Xodding all hail and peace, disappoated in the innermost chancel. 

Simply and solemnly now proceeded the Christian service, 

Singing and prayer, and at last an ardent discourse from the old man. 

Many a moving word and warning, that out of the heart came, 

Fell like the dew of the morning, like manna on those in the desert. 
Afterwards, when all was finished, the Teacher reentered the chancel. 

Followed therein by the young. On the right hand the boys had tiieir places. 
Delicate figures, with close-curling hair and cheeks rosy-blooming. 

But on tbe left-hand of these, there stood the tremulous lilies. 

Tinged with the blushing light of the morning, the diflident maidens, — 
Folding their hands in prayer, and their eyes cast down on the pavement. 
Now came, with question and answer, the Catechism. In the heginning. 
Answered the children with troubled and faltering voice, but tlie old man's 
Glances of kindness cncouragcal them soon, and the doctrines etenial 
h'lowcil, like the watera of fountains, so clear from lips unjiollutcd. 

Whene’er the answer was closed, and as oft ns they named the Redeemer, 
I<owly louted the boys, and lowly the maidens all courtesied. 

Friendly the Teacher stood, like an angel of light there among them. 

And to the children ex|ilnincd he the holy, the highest in few words. 
Thorough, yet simple and clear, for sublimity always is simple. 

Both in sermon and song, a child can seize on its meaning. 

Even as the green-growing bud is unfolded when Spring-tide approaches, 
Ijcaf by leaf is developerl, and, warmed by the radiant sunshine. 

Blushes with purple and gold, till at last the perfected blossom 
0|>cns its odorous chalice, and rocks with its crown in the breezes. 

So was unfolded here the Christian lore of salvation. 

Lino by line from the soul of childhood. The fathers and mothera 
Stood behind them in tears, and were glad at each well-worded answer. 
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Xow went the old man up to the altar ; — and straightway transfigured 
(So did it seem unto me) was then the affectionate Teacher. 

Like the I^ord's Prophet sublime, and awful as Death and os Judgment 
Stood he, the GtKl-coromissiuned, the soul-searcher, earlhwaixl descending. 
Glances, sharp as a sword, into hearts, that to him were transparent, 

•Shot he ; his voice was dec‘p, was low like the thunder afar off. 

So on a sudden transfigured he stood there, he spake and he questioned. 
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“ Tliis tlic faith of the Futhors, the faith tlie Apostlw doliveixtl, 

This is moreover tlie faith whercunto I ba|itizeil you, while still vo 
Lay oil your mother’s breasts, and nearer the [Hirtals of lieaven. 
Slumbering received you then the Holy Church in its bosom ; 

A\'akeued from sleep are ye now, and the light in its radiant splendor 
Uains from the heaven downward ; — to-day on the threshold of childhood 
Kindly she fret-s you agaiii, to examine and make your election. 

For she knows nought of compulsion, and only conviction desireth. 

This is the hour of your trial, the turning-point of existence, 

Sect! for the coming days ; without revocation depaiieth 
Now from your lip.« the confession ; Uethink ye, la-fore ye make answer ! 
Think not. O think not with guile to deceive the questioning Teacher. 
Sharp is his eye to-day, and a curse ever rests ujam falsehooil. 

Enter not with a lie on Life’s journey ; the multitude hears you, 

Brothers and sisters and parents, what dear upon earth is and holy 
Standeth befoiv your sight as a witness; the Judge everlasting 
Isjoka from the sun down upon you, and angels in waiting beside him 
Grave your confession in letu-rs of fiie. ujion tablets etcnial. 

Thus then, — iK-licve ye in God. in the Father who this world created? 

Him who redeemed it, the Son, and the Sjiirit where both are united? 

Will ye promise me here, (a holy jiromise !) to cherish 

God more than all things earthly, and every man ns a brother ? 

M'ill ye promise me here, to continu your faith by your living, 

Th’ heavenly faith of affection ! to hope, to forgive, anil to suffer. 

Be what it may your condition, and walk before God in uprightness? 

AVill ye |iromise me tliis la-fore Go<l and man ?” — with a clear voice 
Answered the young men Yes ! and Yes I with li]>s softly-breathing 
Answererl the niaideiis eke. Then dissolved front the brow of the Teacher 
Clouds with the thunders therein, and he spake in acconts more gentle, 

Soft 08 the evening’s breath, as harps by Babylon's rivers. 

“ Hail, then, hail to you all ! To the heirdom of heaven be ye welcome 
Children no more from this day, but by covenant brothers and sisters ! 

Yet, — for what re-ason not childrr-n? Of such is the kingdom of heaven. 
Here tt]K)ii earth an asseinbliigc of children, in heaven one Father, 

Ruling them all as his household, — forgiving in turn and chastising. 

That is of huniati life a pietiuo, as .Scripture has taught us. 

Blessed are the pure before (iml ! I'pon purity and ii|>on virtue 
lU-steth the Christian Faith ; she heiself fiom on high is dest-ended. 

Strong 0.-1 a man and pure as a child, is the sum of the docuine. 
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W’liioli the Divine One taught, and suffoivd and died on the cross for. 

O ! as ye wander this day from childhood’s sacred asylum 
Downward and ever downward, and dec[)er in Age’s chill valley, 

O ! how soon will ye come, — too soon ! — and long to turn backward 
Up to its hill-tups again, to the sun-illumined, where Judgment 
Stoo<l like a father before you, and Pardon, elad like a mother. 

Gave you her hand to kiss, and the loving heart was forgiven. 

Life was a play, and your hands grasped after the roses of heaven ! 

Seventy years have I lived already ; the Father eternal 

Gave me gladness and care ; but the loveliest hours of existence, 

^\’hcn I have steadfastly garxMl in their eyes, I have instantly known them. 
Known them all again ; — They were my ehildhood’s acquaintance. 

Therefore take from henceforth, ns guides in the paths of existence. 

Prayer, with their eyes raised to heaven, and Innocence, bride of man’s childhood. 
Innocence, child beloved, is a guest from the world of the blessed, 

Heautiful, and in her hand a lily ; on life’s roaring billows 

Swings she in safety, she heedeth them not, in the ship she is sleeping. 

Calmly she gazes around in the turmoil of men ; in the desert 
Angels descend and minister unto her ; she herself knoweth 
Nought of her glorious attendance ; but follows faithful and humble. 

Follows so long as she may her friend ; O do not reject her. 

For she cometh from God and she holdeth the keys of the heavens. — 

Prayer is Innocence’ friend ; and willingly flicth incessant 
'Twixt the earth and the sky, the carrier-pigeon of heaven. 

Son of Eternity, fettered in Time, and an exile, the Spirit 

Tugs at his chains cvcrmoi-e, and struggles like flames ever upward. 

Still he recalls with emotion his Father’s manifold mansions. 

Thinks of the land of his fathers, where blossomed more freshly the flowers. 
Shone a more beautiful sun, and he played with the winged angels. 

Then grows the earth too narrow, too close ; and homesick for heaven 
Longs the wanderer again ; and the Spirit's longings arc worship ; 

Worship is called his most beautiful hour, and its tongue is entreaty. 

Ah ! when the infinite burden of life dcscendeth upon us. 

Crushes to earth our hope, and, under the earth, in the grave-yard, — 

Then it is good to pray unto God ; for his sorrowing children 
Turns he ne’er from his door, but he heals and helps and consoles them. 

Yet is it better to pray when all things are prosperous with us. 

Pray in fortunate days, for life’s most beautiful Fortune 

Kneels down before the Eternal’s throne ; and, with hands interfolded. 

Praises thankful and moved the only giver of blessings. 

y 
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Or do ye know, ye children, one blessiiijj that conics not from Heaven? 

Whnt has mankind forsootii, the poor ! tliat it has not received ? 

Therefore, fall in the dust and pray 1 The seraphs adoring 
Cover with jiinions six their face in the glory of him who 
Hung his masonry pendant on nought, when the world he eix-ated. 

Karth declareth his might, and the firmament nttereth his glory. 

Kaces blossom and die, and stars fall downward from heaven, 

Downward like withered leaves ; at the last stroke of midnight, millenniums 
Lay themselves down at his feet, and he secs them, but counts them as nothing. 
Who shall stand in his presence ? The wrath of the judge is terrific. 

Costing the insolent down at a glance. When he speaks in his anger 
Hillocks skip like the kid, and mountains leap like the roe-buck. 

Yet, — why are ye afraid, yo children? This awful avenger. 

Ah 1 is a merciful God ! God's voice was not in the earthquake. 

Not in the fire, nor the storm, but it was in the whispering breezes. 

Love is the root of creation ; Gotl's essences ; worlds without number 
Lie in his bosom like children ; he mode them fur this purpose only. 

Only to love and be loved again, he bieathcd forth bis spirit 

Into the slumbering dust, and upright standing, it laid its 

Hand on its heart, and felt it was warm with a flame out of heaven. 

Quench, O quench not that flame ! It is tlic breath of your being. 

Love is life, but hatresi is death. Not father nor mother 
Loved you, ns God has loved you ; for ’twas that you may be happy 
Gave he his only Son. When he bowed down his head in the deatli-hoiir 
Solemnised Love its triumph ; the sacrifice then was completed. 

Lo ! then was rent on a sudden the vail of the temple, dividing 
Earth and heaven apart, and the dead from their sepulchres rising 
AMiispcred with pallid lips and low in the ears of each other 
Th’ answer, but dreamed of before, to creation’s enigma, — Atonement ! 

Depths of Love ore Atonement’s dcptlis, for Love is Atonement. 

Therefore, child of mortality, love tl.ou the merciful Father; 

Wish what the Holy One wishes, and not from fear, but affection ; 

Fear is the virtue of slaves; but the heart that loveth is willing; 

Perfect was before God, and perfect is Love, and Love only. 

Lovest thou Gotl ns tliou oughtest, then lovest thou likewise thy brctliren ; 

One is the sun in heaven, and one, only one, is Love also. 

Bears not each human figure the godlike stamp on his forehead ? 

Kcadost thou not in his face thine origin ? Is he not sailing 

Lost like thyself on an otxan unknown, and is ho not guided 

By the same stars that gviide thee ? Why sbouldst thou hate then thy brothei- ? 
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llatcth ho thee, forgive ! I'or ’tin sweet to stammer one letter 
Of the Eternal’s language ; — on earth it is ealled Forgiveness ! 

Knowest thou Him, who forgave, with the crown of thorns round his temples 
Earnestly prayed for his foes, for his munlcrers ? Say, dost thou know him ? 
Ah ! thou eonfesscst his name, so follow likewLse his example, 

Think of thy brother no ill, but throw a veil over his failings. 

Guide the erring aright; for the good, the heavenly Shepheixl 
Took the lost lamb in his arms, and bore it back to its mother. 

This is the fruit of Love, and it is by its fruits that we know it. 

Love is the creature’s welfare, with God ; but liOve among mortals 
Is but an endless sigh ! He longs, and endures, atul stands waiting. 

Suffers, and yet nyoiccs, and smiles with tears on his eyelids. 

Hope, — so is called upon earth, his recompense, — Hope, the befriending, 
Does what she can, for she points evermore up to heaven, and faithfid 
Plunges her anchor’s peak in the depths of the grave, and beneath it 
Paints a more beautiful world, a dim, but a sweet play of shadows ! 

Races, better than wo, have leaned on her wavering promise, 

Having nought else but Ho]>c. 'ITicn praise we our Father in heave?). 

Him, who has given us more : for to us has Ho[>e been transfigured. 

Groping no longer in night ; she is Faith, she is living assurance. 

Faith is enlightenol Hope; she is light, is the eye of affection. 

Dreams of the longing interprets, and carves their visions in marble. 

Faith is the sun of life ; and her countenance shines like the Hebrew’s, 

For she luis looked upon God ; the heaven on its stable foundation 
Draws sbe with chains down to earth, and the New Jerusalem sinketh 
Splendid with portals twelve in golden vapors desccndi)?g. 

There enraptured she wanders, and looks at the figures majestic. 

Fears not the wingt-d crowd, in the midst of them all is her homestead. 
'Therefore love and believe ; for works will follow spontaneous. 

Even as day docs the sun ; the Right from the Good is an offspring. 

Love in a bodily shape ; and Chiistian works a)^! no more than 
Animate Ivove and faith, as flowers arc the animate spri)ig-tidc. 

Works do follow us all unto God ; there stand and bear witness 

Not what they seemed, — but what they were only. Dlcs.scd is ho who 

Hears their confession secure ; they arc mute )i))on earth until Death’s hand 

Opens the mouth of the silent. Yc children, does Death e’er alarm you? 

Death is the brother of liove, twin-brother is he, and is only 

More austere to behold. With a kiss upon lips that arc fading 

Takes ho the soul and departs, and rocked in the arms of affection, 

Places the ransomed child, new bom, ’fore the face of its father. 
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Sounds of its coming nlrcady I hear, — see dimly his pinions, 

Swart as the night, but with stars strewn upon them ! I fear not before him. 

Deatli is only release, and in mercy is mute. On liis bosom 

Freer breathes, in its coolness, my breast; aud face to face standing. 

Look I on God as he is, a sun un|>o1Iutcd by vapors ; 

Look on the light of the ages I loved, the spirits majestic. 

Nobler, better than I ; they stand by the throne all transfigurerl, 

Vested in white, and with harps of gold, and arc singing an anthem. 

Writ in the climate of heaven, in the language spoken by angels. 

You, in like manner, ye children beloved, he one day shall gather. 

Never forgets he the weary ; — then welcome, ye loved ones, hereafter I 
Meanwhile forget not the keeping of vows, forget not the promise, 

Wander firom holiness onward to holiness ; earth shall ye heed not ; 

Earth is but dust and heaven is light ; I have pledged you to heaven. 

God of the Universe, hear me ! thou fountain of Love everlasting. 

Hark to the voice of thy servant ! I send up my prayer to thy heaven 1 
I.iCt me hereafter not miss at thy Urrone one spirit of all these, 

Whom thou hast given me here 1 I have loved them all like n father. 

May they bear witness for me, that I taught them the way of salvation. 
Faithful, so far ns I knew of thy word ; again may they know me. 

Fall on their Teacher’s breast, and before thy face may I place them. 

Pure as they now are, but only more tried, and exclaiming with gladness, 
F’ather, lo ! I am here, and the children, whom thou hast given me ! ” 

Weeping he spoke in these words ; and now at the beck of the old man 
Knee against knee they knitted a wrcatlr round the altar's enclosure. 

Kneeling he read tlien the prayers of the consecration, and softly 
With him the children read ; at the close, with tremulous accents. 

Asked he the peace of heaven, a benediction upon them. 

Now should have ended his task for the day ; the following Sunday 
Was for the young appointed to eat of the Lord's holy Supper. 

.Sudden, as struck from the clouds, stood the Teacher silent and laid his 
Hand on his forehead, and cast his looks upward ; while thoughts high and holy 
Flew through the midst of his soul, and his eyes glanced with wonderful brightness. 
“ On the next Sunday, who knows ! perhaps I shall rest in the gravc-yarrl ! 
Some one perhaps of yourselves, a lily broken untimely. 

Bow down his head to the earth ; why delay I ? the hour is nceoniplishe<l. 

Warm is the heart ; — I will so ! for to-day grows the harvest of heaven. 

What 1 began accompli.sh I now ; for what failing therein is 
I, the old man, will an.“wer to GikI and the reverend father. 
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Say to mo only, ye cliildrcn, ye dcnizciis m-w-comc in heaven, 

Are ye ready this day to cat of the broad of Atonement ? 

AVhat it denoteth, tliut know yo full well, 1 have told it you often. 

Of the new covenant a symbol it is, of Atonement a token, 

Stablished between cartb and heaven. Man hy his sins and trans>rressionH 
Far has wandered from God, from his essence. Twas in the beginning 
Fast by the Tree of Knowledge ho fell, and it hangs its crown o’er the 
Fall to this day ; in the Thought is the Fall ; in tho Heart the Atonement. 
Infinite is the Fall, tho Atonement infinite likewise. 

Sec ! behind me, os far os the old man remembers, and forward. 

Far ns Hoik: in her flight can reach with her wearied ]iinions, 

Sin and Atonement incessant go through the life-time of mortals. 

Brought forth is sin full-grown ; but Atonement sleeps in our bosoms 
Still os the cradled babe ; and dreaias of heaven and of angels. 

Cannot awake to sensation ; is like the tones in the harp's strings, 

Spirits imprisoned, that wait evermore the deliverer’s finger. 

Therefore, ye children beloved, desccmled the Prince of Atonement. 

Woke the slumbercr from sleep, anil she stands now with eyes all resplendent. 
Bright as the vault of the sky, and battles with sin and o’ercomes her. 
Downward to earth he came and transfigured, thence rcasci'ndtsl. 

Not from the heart in like wi.se-, for then; he still lives in tho Spirit, 

Isivcs and atones evermore. So long os Time is, is Atonement. 

Tlicrefopc with reverence receive this day her visible token. 

Tokens are dead if the things do not live. The light everlasting 
I’nto the blind man is not, but is born of the eye that has vision. 

Neither in bread nor in wine, but in the heart that is halloweil 

Lieth forgiveness enshrined ; the intention alone of amendment 

Fruits of the earth ennobles to heavenly things, and removes all 

Sin and the guerdon of sin. Only Love with his aims wide extendeil. 

Penitence weeping and praying ; tho Will that is tried, and whose gold flows 

Purificil forth from the flames ; in a word, mankind by Atonement 

Brcaketh Atonement’s bread, and drinketh Atonement’s wine-eup. 

But he who cometh up hither, unworthy, with hate in his liosoni. 

Scoffing at men and at God, is guilty of Christ’s bles-setl Iwdy, 

•\nd the Kedeemer’s blood ! To hinrself ho eateth and drinketh 
Death and doom ■ And from this, preserve us, thou heavenly Father ! 

,\re ye ready, yc children, to eat of the bread of Atonement?” 

Thus with emotion he asked, and together answerevl the children 
Yes ! with deep sobs inlerrupteil. Then read he tho due supplications. 

Bead the Form of Communion, and in chimeil the organ and anthem ; 
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OI Holy Lamb of God, who tokest away our tratux^ossions, 

Hear us ! give us thy peace ! hare mercy, have mercy upon us ! 

Th’ old man, with trembling hand, and heavenly pearls on his eyelids. 

Filled now the chalice and paten, and dealt round the mystical symbols. 

O ! then seemed it to me, as if God, with the broad eye of mid-day. 

Clearer looked in at the windows, and all the trees in the churchyard 
Bowed down tlicir summits of green, and the grass on the graves ’gan to shiver. 
But in the children, (I noted it well ; I knew it) there mn a 
Tremor of holy rapture along through their icy-cold members. 

Decked like an altar before them, there stood the green earth, and above it 
Heaven opened itself, as of old before Stephen ; they saw there 
Radiant in glory the Father, and on his right hand the Redeemer. 

Under them hear they the clang of harpstrings, and angels from gold clouds 
Beckon to them like brothers, and fan with their pinions of purple. 

Closed was the Teacher's task, and with heaven in their hearts and their faces. 
Up rose the children all, and each bowed him, weeping full sorely. 

Downward to kiss that reverend hand, but all of them pressed he 
Moved to his bosom, and laid, with a prayer, his bands full of blessings, 

Now on the holy breast, and now on the innocent tresses. 
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A vorTH, light-hearted ami coiileiit, • 

I wander through the world ; 

Here, Arab-like, is pitched my tent 
And straight again is furled. 

Yet oft I dream, that once a wile 
Close in my heai't was locked, 

■Viid in the swiet repase of life 
A blessed child I rtjckcd. 

I wake! Away that dream, — away! 

Too long did it remain ! 

So long, tliat both by night and day 
It ever comes again. 

The end lies ever in my thought ; 

To a grave so cold and deep 
The mother beautiful was brought ; 

Then dropt the child asleep. 

But now the dieam is wholly o’er, 

I bathe mine eyes and see ; 

And wander through the world once more, 
A youth so light and free. 

Two locks, — and they are wondrous fair, — 
Left me that vision mild ; 

The brown Is from the mother’s hair. 

The blond is from the child. 

And when I see that lock of gold. 

Polo grows the evening-red ; 

And when the dark lock I behold, 

I wish that I were dead. 
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TJIE IIEMLOCK-TKKK. 


PROM TIIR ORRMAN. 

O uumi-ock-jhkkI O hemlwk-lriH!! how fhilhful aio th^' bmiii-iR'R 
GR‘en not alone in summer time. 

Hut in the winter's frost and rime ! 

O lieraloek-trec ! O hemlock-tree ! how fnithfni are thj hrunehes I 

O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless is thy bosom ! 

To love me in prosperity. 

And leave mo in adversity ! 

O maiden fair ! O maiden fair I how faithless is thy bosom ! 

The night'mgale, the nightingale, thou tak'st for thine example ! 

So long as summer laughs she sings, 

But in the autumn spreads her wings. 

The nightingale, the nightingale, thou tak'st fur thine example I 

The meailow hrook, llie meadow brook, is mirror of thy falsehuu*! I 
It flows so long ns falls the rain. 

In drought its springs soon dry again. 

The meadow brook, the meadow hrook, is mirror of thy falsehood ! 


ANNIE OF TIIAUAAV. 

»kOM THK I/OW OCRMAS np KIMON DAGH 

Ansik of Tharaw, my true love of old. 

She is my life, and my gootls, and my gold. 

Annie of Tlnu-aw, her heart onec again 
To me has surrendered in joy and in pain. 
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Annio of Thnraw, my riches, my good, 

Thou, O my soul, my flush and my blood ! 

Then come the wild weather, come sleet or come snow. 

Wo will stand hy each other, however it blow. 

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and laiin. 

Shall be to our true love os links to the chain. 

As the palm-ti'oe standeth so straight and so tall. 

The more the hail la’als, and the more the rains fall, — 

So love in oiir heails shall grow mighty and strong. 

Through crosses, through sorrows, through manifold wrong. 

Shouldst thou lie torn fiom me to wander alone 
In a desolate land where the sun is scarce known. — 

Through forests I'll follow, and where the sea flows, 

Through ice, and throiigh iron, through armies of fis's, 

Annie of Tliaraw, my light and my sun. 

The threads of our two liv« are woven in one. 

Whate’cr I have bidden thee thou hast obeyetl, 

Wiatever forbidden thou hast not gainsaid. 

How in the turmoil of life can love stand. 

Where there is not one heart, and one mouth, and one hand ? 

Some seek for dissension, and trouble, and strife ; 

Jake a dog and a cat live such man and wife. 

Annie of Thnraw, such is not our love ; 

Thou art my lambkin, my chick, and my dove. 

Whate’er my desire is, in thine may l>e seen ; 

I am king of the household, and thou art its queen. 

It is this, 0 my Annie, my heart’s sweetest rest. 

That makes of us twain but one soul in one breast. 

This turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell ; 

While wrangling soon changes a home to a hell. 

o 
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TirE STATl'E OVER TITE CATIIEDRAT, DOOR. 

Tf»r. nrKMAB or jrurs 

Forms of saints and kinfps nro standing 
The cathedral door alwvc; 

Yet I .saw hut one among them 

Who hath sootlied my soul with love. 

In his mantle, — wound ahout him. 

As their rolies the sowers wind, — 
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Buie he HwuliuwM uml their tleti^lingit, 

Flowers ami »ee»la of everjr kind. 

.Vnd !Hj htiinda he euliii und ehildlike, 

High in wind und teun>est wild ; 

O. were I like him exulted, 

I would he like him, n eiiild ! 

And iny aungu, — gieon leaves and blos.-.oina, — 
To the doow of heuven would bear, 
falling,' even in stui'm and tcmiiest, 

Ilouiul me still these birds of air. 


THE LEGEND OF THE CROSSBILL. 

rsou TiiK tiCRMx.s or joLiL's uosea. 

Os the cross the djing Saviour 
Heavenward lifts his ejelida ealiii, 
Feels, but scarcely feels, a trembling 
Tn his [liereed and bleeding palm. 

.‘Vnd by all the world forsaken, 

Secs he how with zealous care 
At the nithle.s3 nail of iron 
A little bird is striving there. 

Staineil with blood and never tiring. 

With its beak it doth not cease. 

From the cross ’twould free the Saviour, 
Its Creator’s Son relca.se. 

And the Saviour siHiuks in mildness ; 

“ Blest lie thou of all the good ! 

Bear, ns token of this moment, 

Marks of blood and holy rood !” 

And that bird is called the crossbill ; 

Covered all with blood so clear. 

In the groves of pine it singeth 

Songs, like legends, strange to hear. 




THE SEA HATH ITS PEARLS. 

»aoM TIIK OKHMAN nr HEINRIi'll 


'I'hk sen hath iu pearls. 

The heaven hath its stars ; 

Rut my heart, my heart. 

My heart hath its love. 

Great are the sen anil the heaven ; 

Yet ftrenter i.s my heart, 

And fairer than pearls and stars 
Flashes and beams my love. 

Thou little, youthful maiden. 

Come unto my great heart : 

My heart, and the sea, and the heaven, 
Arc melting away with love ! 
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IboM THK »IN»ioM>U.'IITK or rRir.lilUCII VoN U'liAt'.— ri.vr.NTtLR ril Lfc:>Tltt^. 


MONKY. 

Whehf.i-nto is money good ? 

Wlio has it not wants liordihoud. 

Who has it lias much trouble and care, 
Who once has had it has despair. 

THE BEST MED1CTNK.S. 

•Toy and Temperance and Keistee 
Slam the door on the doctor’s nose. 


SIN. 

Man-like is it to fall into sin, 

Fiend-like is it to dwell therein, 

Christ-like is it for sin to grieve, 

God-like is it all sin to leave. 

POVERTY AND BLINDNESS. 

A blind man is a poor man, and blind a poor muu is ; 

For the former sceth no man, and the latter no man sees. 

LAW OF LIFE. 

Live I, so live I, 

To my Lord heartily. 

To my Prince faithfully. 

To my Neighbour honestly. 

Die I, so die I. 
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TKANSLATIU.VS. 


CHKEDS. 

Lutlicraii, Popi»li, CalTinistic, ull tlieitc creeds and doctrines three 
E.vtant arc ; hut still the doubt is, where Christianity may be. 


THE RESTLE.'iS HEART. 

A millstone and the human heart arc driven ever round ; 

If they hare nothing else to grind, they must themscires be ground. 


CHRISTIAN LOVE. 

Whilom Ijove wa,s like a fire, and wnmilh and comfort it bcs]>oke ; 
Hut, alas! it now is quenched, and only bites us, like the smoke. 


ART AND TACT. 

Intelligence and courtesy not always arc corabiiie<l; 
Often in a wooden house a golden ixmm we rind. 


RKTRllirnuN. 

Though the mills of God grind slowly, yet they grind exceeding small ; 
Though with patience he stands waiting, with exactness grinds he all. 


TRUTH. 

When by night the frogs are croaking, kindle but a torch's fire, 
lln ! how goon they all arc silent ! Thus Truth silences the liar. 


RHYMES. 

If j)crhai>a these rhymes of mine should sound not well in sliangers' cars. 
They have only to Wthiiik them that it happens so with thciiw ; 

For BO lung as wonls, like mortals, call a fatherland their own. 

They will be most highly valued wheie they are best and longest known. 
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TIIK IJLIXD GTRL OF CASTKL-CriLLE. 


rnoM TIIK oAitf'ON or 


Ohlr the LowIahU tonpic «f SrotlAml iiiit.ht 
tliiA Ut(t<* tmitrtly ariKht : 
lA't me att4*mpt it with an EngliAh quill ; 
tnkr, O RrAilnr, for the i1ee<| Ihe Will. 


I. 

At tlie foot of tlio nioiintiiin ]icii;lit 
Wicre is peruliod Cnslol-Ciiillo, 

A' lion tlie applo. tlio plum, and tlio almond Imo 
In file plain Ih-Iow were ffrowinp wliito, 
This is the song one might perceive 
On a ^^’ednes<la_v mom of Saint Joseph’s Eve: 
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Tlio roads .should hloa.soni, the roads should bloom, 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 

Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay, 

S<i fair a bride shall pass to-day ! ” 


'i'his old 'I’e Deum, rustic rite.s atteniliiig. 
Seemed from the cloud.s deaceiidiug ; 
When lo ! a merry company 
( If i-osy village girls, clean as the eye, 

Eticli one with her attcmlant swain, 

( 'anu' to the cliff, idl singing the same strain ; 
Ktwnihling then*, so near unto the sky, 
Hejoieing angels, that kind Heaven has sent 
For their delight and our encouragement. 
Together blending. 

And soon dcseending 
The nanow swee]) 

Of the hill-side steep. 

They wind aslant 
Toward Saint Amant, 

Through leafy alleys 
(,)f vei-durous valleys 
With merry sallie.s 
Singing their chant : 


‘ The i-oads shoidd hlossom, the roads should bloom. 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 

Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay. 

So fair a bride shall pass to-day ! ” 


It is Baptiste, and his affianced maiden, 
^\'ith garland.s for the bridal laden ! 


The sky was blue ; without one cloud of gloom. 
The s\m of March was shining brightly. 

And to the air the freshening wind gave lightly 
Its breathings of perfume. 



THE HUNK CIKL <iK CASTfiL ('riU/K. 


lOA 


Wlion ono bclitiltlK tlic dusky hcdj;»‘s lilossoiii, 

A rustic lii'idul, idi ! liow swet't it is ! 

'I'o sounds of joyous iuclu<lics, 

Tliat touch with tenderness the tirmbling bosom, 

A baud of maidens 
Gaily frolicking, 

A band of youngsters 
Wildly rolieking ! 

Kissing, 

Caressing, 

With lingers pressing. 

Till in the veriest 
Madness of mirth, as they dance, 

They retreat and advance, 

Trying whose laugh shall la; loudest and merriest; 
M’hile the bride, with roguish eyes, 

!S|iorting with them, now escapes and erics : 

“ Those who catch me 
Married verily 
This year shall be ! ” 


And all pursue with cagci' haste. 

And all attain what they pui-sue, 

And touch her jrretty apron fresh and now. 
And the linen kirtic round her waist. 


-Meanwhile, whence comes it that among 
These youthful maidens fresh and fair, 

So Joyous, with such laughing air, 

Baptiste stands sighing, with silent tongue ? 
And yet the bride is fair and young ! 

Is it Saint ,los<‘ph would say to us all. 

That love, o’cr-ha.sty, precedelh a full ? 

O, no ! for a maiden frail, I trow. 

Never bore so lofty a brow ! 

What lovers ! they give not a single caress ! 

To sec them so careless and cold to-day. 

These arc grand people, one would say. 

M’hat ails Baptiste? what grief doth him oppress? 

r 
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It is, that, hall way up the hill, 

In yon cottage, by whose walls 
Stand the cnrl-housc and the stalls, 

Dwelleth the blind orphan still. 

Daughter of a veteran old ; 

And you must know, one year ago. 

That Margaret, the young and tender. 

Was the village pride and splendor. 

And Baptiste her lover bold. 

Love, the deceiver, them ensnared ; 

For them the altar was prepared ; 

But ala-s ! the summer's blight. 

The dread disease that none can stay, 

The pestilence that walks by night. 

Took the young bride's sight away. 

All at the father's stern eotnuiand was changed ; 
Their peace was gone, but not their love estranged ■, 
Wearied at home, ere long the lover fled ; 

Ketumctl but three short days ago. 

The golden ehnin they round him throw, 

He is enticed, and onward led 
To marry Angela, and yet 
Is thinking over of Margaret. 
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'I'hen (luddcnly a maidpn rried, 

“ Anna, Theresa, Mary, Kate ! 

Here comes the cripple .lane !” And hy a fountain's siile 
A woman, bent and gray with years, 

Under the mulberry-trees appears. 

And all towards her run, as fleet 
As had they wings upon their feet. 

It is that Jane, the eripple .Tane, 

.Is a soothsayer, wary and kind. 

She tellcth fortunes, and none complain. 

She promises one a village swain. 

Another a happy wedding-day. 

And the brido a lovely boy straightway. 

All comes to pass as she avers ; 

She never deceives, she never errs. 

But for this once the village seer 
Wears a countenance severe, 

.\nd from beneath her eyebrows thin and white 
Her two eyes flash like cannons bright 
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Aimed nt the bl-idegrwm in wiiisteont blue. 

Who, like a statue, stomls iu view ; 

C'bnngiiig color, ns well lie might, 

Wbeii the beldame wrinkled and grav 
Takes the young bride by the hand. 

And, with the tip of her reedy wand 
Milking the sign of the eross, dotli say;— 

“ Thoughtless Angela, beware ! 

I,est. when thou weddest this false bridegroom, 

Thou diggcst for thyself a tomb!” 

And .she was silent ; and the maidens fair 
Saw from each eye escajie a swollen tear ; 

But on a little streamlet silver-clear. 

What are two dro|>s of turbid rain ? 

Saddeneil a moment, the bridal train 
Resumed the dance and song again ; 

The bridegroom only was pale with fear ; — 

And down green alleys 
Of verdurous valleys, 

With merry sallies. 

They sang the rofrain : — 

- The i-oads should blossom, the roails shouhl bhs.ni. 

So fair a bride shall leave her home 1 

Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay. 

So fair a bride shall jniss to-day ! 


II. 

And hy suflering worn and weary. 

Bill lamutifnl as some fair angel yet. 

Thus lamented Margaret, 

In her cottage lone and dreary : — 

“ He has arrived ! oirived at lost ! 

Yet Jane has iiaiiied him not these three days past; 

Arrived ! yet keeps aloof so far ! 

And knows that of my night he is tlic star ! 



THK BUND OIKL oK CA.STkl,rCl'lU,K. UW 

Knows that long moiitlis 1 wait alone, benightial. 

Ami count the moments ainec he went away ! 

Come ! keep the promise of that happier day, 

That I may keep the faith to thee I plighted ! 

What joy have I without thee? what delight? 

Grief wastes my life, and makes it misery ; 

Pay for the others ever, but for me 
For ever night ! for ever night ! 

Wlien he is gone 'tis dark ! my soul is sad ! 

I suffer ! O my God ! eomo, make me glad. 

When he is near, no thoughts of day intnrde ; 

Day has blue heavens, but Baptiste has blue eyes ! 

Within them shines for me a heaven of love, 

A heaven all liappiuess, like that aliove, 

No more of grief! no more of lassitude ! 

Karth I forget, — and heaven, and all distresses, 

When seated by my side my hand he presses ; 

But when alone, remember all ! 

Where is Baptiste? he hears not when I call ! 

A branch of ivy, dying on the ground, 

I need s«jme bough to twine around ! 

In pit}’ come ! be to my suffering kind ! 

True love, they say, in grief doth more abound ! 

What then — when one is blind ? 

“ AN’ho knows ? ]>erhaps 1 am forsaken ! 

Ah ! woe is me ! then la-ar me to ray grave ! 

O God ! what thoughts within rac waken ! 

Away ! he will return I 1 do but rave ! 

He will return ! I need not fear! 

He swore it by our tsaviour dear ; 
lie could not come at his own will ; 

Is weary, or iierhajis is ill ! 

Perhaps his heart, in this disguise. 

Prepares for me some sweet surprise ! 

But some one comes ! Though blind, my heart can see ! 
And that deceives mo not ! 'tis he ! 'tis he !” 

And the door ajar is act. 

And poor, confiding Margaret 
Rises, with outstretched arms, but sightless eyes ; 

’Tis only Paul, her brother, who thus cries ; — 
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“ Angela the bride lias passed ! 

I saw tlio wedding guests go by ; 

Tell me, iny sister, why were we not asked ? 

For all are there but you and I ! ” 

“ Angela morrieil ! and not send 
To tell her secret unto me ! 

O, speak ! who may the bridegroom Ik«?” 

“ .My sister, ’tis Hapti.ste, thy friend !’’ 

A cry the blind girl gave, but nothing .said ; 

A milky whitencs.s spreads upon her cheeks ; 

An icy hand, a.s heavy ns lead. 

Descending, as her brother speaks, 
l'|Km her heart, that has ceased to beat. 
Suspends awhile its life and heat. 

She stands beside the boy, now sore distresse«l, 

A wax Madonna ns a peasant dressed. 

At length, the bridal song again 

Hrings her back to her sorrow and pain. ‘ 

•• Hark ! the joyous airs are ringing ! 

Sister, dost thou hear them singing? 

How merrily they laugh and jest ! 

AVould we were bidden with the rest ! 

I would don my hose of home.spun gray, 

.And niy doublet of linen striped and gay ; 
Perhaps they will come ; for they do not wwi 
Till to-morrow at seven o’clock, it is said !” 
" I know it ! ” answered Margaret ; 

Whom the vision, with aspect black as jet. 
Mastered again ; and its hand of ice 
Held her heart crushed, as in a vice ! 

“ Paul, be not sad ! ’I’is a holiday ; 
To-morrow put on thy doublet gay ! 

But leave me now for a while alone.” 

Away, with a hop and a jump, went Paul, 
And, as he whistled along the hall, 

Entered .lane, the crippled crone. 



THK BLIND GIRL OF CASTlCL-CUILLE. Ill 

“ Holy Virgin ! vfimt dreadful boat ! 

1 mil faint, and weary, and out of bientli ! 
lint tboii art cold, — art cbill as deatb ; 

.My little friend ! nbat oils thee, sweet?” 

“ N'utbing ! I beard ibem singing bonie the bride ; 

And, ns I listened to the song, 

I tbougbt my tnni would come ere long, 

Tboti knowest it i.s at Wbitsuntide. 

Tliy carils forsooth can never lie. 

To me such joy they [impbesy, 

Tby skill shall be vaunted far and wide 
AVben they bidiold him at my side. 

And [wor Ilapfisto, what sayest thou ? 

It must seem long to him ; — -methinks I stn; him now ! ” 
Jane, .shuddering, her band doth pre.ss : 

•• Tby love I cannot all approve ; 

We must not trust too mueb to happiness ; — 

Go, pray to Gixl, that thou mnyst love him less ! ” 

The more I pray, the more I love ! 

It is no sill, for Goil is on my side ! ” 

It was enough ; and Jane no moi-e replietl. 

Xow to all hojie her heart is barred and eold ; 

But to deceive the laddame old 
She takes a sweet, contented air ; 

Speak of foul weather or of fair, 

.\t every wonl the maiden smiles! 

Thus the Ireguiler she beguiles ; 

So that, departing at the evening’s close, 

She says, “ .She may lie saved ! she nothing knows ! " 

Poor Jane, the cunning sorceress ! 

Now that thou wouldst, thou art no prophetess ! 

This morning, in the fulness of thy heart. 

Thou wast so, far beyond thine art ! 
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III. 

Xow rings the l>ell, nine times rcverhorntiiig. 
Ami the while divvbrenk, stealing up the skv, 
Sees in two cottages two niniilens waiting, 
How ililferently ! 

yiieen of a day, hy Hatterci's caressed. 

The one puts on her cross and crown. 
Decks with n hngt: houqnel her hreast. 
.\nd flaunting, fluttering up and down, 
IsHiksat hei>elf, and cannot lest. 
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The other, blind, within her little room, 

JIas neither crown nor flower's perfume ; 

Hut in their stead for sunieihing gropes apart 
That in a drawer's recess doth lie, 

And, ’tieath her ho<Idic(‘ of bright scarlet dvo. 
Convulsive clasps it to her heart. 

The one, fantastic, light a.s air, 

'Mill kisses ringing. 

And joyous singing, 

Foigcts to say her morning prayer I 

The other, with cold drops upon her hiow. 

Joins her two hands, and kneels u|ion the IUkh'. 
And whispers, as her brother opes the door, 

“ O God I forgive me now I '’ 

And then the orphan, young and blind, 
Conducte<l by licr brother's linnil. 

Towards the cliurch, through paths nnscanned, 
M ith tranquil air, her way doth wind. 
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TRANSI.ATIOXS. 


Oilms of InurnI, ninkiiij; her fniiit nml pnle. 

l{onml her at times exhale. 

Am) in the sky as yet no sunny ray, 

Uni brumal vapoin pray. 

Near that ensile, fair to see. 

CVowihsI with si-ulptiirc-s old, in every part, 

Marvels of natiiiv and of art. 

Ami i)T0Hd of its name of high degiw. 

A little chapel, almost Ixire 

At the hast! of the rock, is buildi’d there ; 

All glorious that it lifts aloof. 

Above each jealous cottage roof. 

Its sacred summit, swept by autumn galea, 

,\nd its blackened steeple high in air. 

Hound which the osprey screams nml sails. 

“ Paid, lay thy noisy rattle by ! ” 

Thus Margaret said. “ Where are we ? we as<vud ! ” 

“ V'ea ; seesi thou not our jouniey’s end ? 

Ilearest not the osprey from the btdfry cry ? 

The hideous bird, that brings ill luck, we know ! 

Dost thou rememlH?r when our father said. 

The night we watcheil beside his bed, 

‘ O daughter, I am weak and low ; 

Take care of Paul ; I feel that I am dying ! ’ 

And thou, and he, and I, all fell to crying? 

Then on the roof the osprey screamed aloud ; 

And here they brought our father in his shroud. 

There is his grave ; there stands the cro.s,s we set ; 

Why ilost thou cla-sp me so, dear Margaret ? 

Come in ! The bride will be hero soon : 

Tliou treinblest ! O my God ! thou art going to swoon ! ” 
She could no more, — the blind girl, weak and weary ! 

A voice seemed crying from that grave so dreary, 

“ What wonldst thou do, my daughter?" — and she started 
And cpiick i-ecoiled, aghast, faint -heartetl ; 

Hut Paul, imputieni, urges ever more 
Her steps towards the open door ; 

And when, beneath her feet, the unhappy maid 
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C'nislu'H llu- luiiri'l iii-ur tlio Iioiiai- iinniurtal. 

Am) will) )icr licuil. uh Kniil liilltH uii a;;ain, 

Toiiolifs till- rn>»ii of filijfiiiiu* 

Sii.4|M‘ndo<l from tlio low-areiiod jiortul, 

No more rcsirainod, no more afraid, 

Slie walljs, an for a feast arrujed, 

Aik) in tlie ancient cliai)el'a somlne niglit 
Tiipy laitli are lost to siglit. 

At Icngili llie bell, 

AVitlr iKKimiiig sound, 

Sends fortli, resounding round. 

Its liyincneal peal o’er iwit anil down tlie dell. 

It is broad day, with sunsliine and with rain ; 

And yet tlie guesUs delay not long. 

For soon arrives tlie bridal Imin, 

.\nd with it brings the village throng. 

In sooth, deceit niakelh no mortal gay. 

For lo ! Baptiste on this Iriuniplmut day. 

Mule as an idiot, sad as ycster-niorning, 

Thinks only of the beldame’s words of warning. 

And Angela thinks of her cross, I wis ; 

To tic a bride is all ! The pivtty lisjter 
Feels her heart swell to hear all round her wliis|a'r, 

“ How beautiful ! how Ireautiful she is I ” 

But she must calm that giddy head. 

For already the Mass is said ; 

At the holy table stands the priest ; 

The wedding ring is blessed ; Baptiste receives it ; 

Kre on the finger of the bride he leaves it, 

He must pronounce one word at least ! 

’Tis spoken ; and sudden at the givxinisman’s side 
“ 'Tis he ! ” a well-known voice has cried. 

And while the wedding guests all hold their breath. 

Opes the confessional, and the blind girl, sec ! 

“ Baptiste,” she said, “ since thou hast wished my death. 
As holy water be my blotal for thee ! ” 

,\nd calmly in the air a knife suspended I 
Doubtless her guariliun angel near attended, 
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Fur ntigiiisli did its work so well, 

T'lml, ere the fatal stroke descended. 
Lifeless she fell ! 

At eve, instead of bridal verse, 

The I)e Profnndis filled the nir ; 

Di-cked with flowers n siiifrlc hearse 
To the ehureh-yard forth they War ; 
A'illagc girls in robes of snow 
Follow, weeping as they go : 

Nowhere was a smile that day, 

No, ah no ! for each one seemed to say ; — 

“ The roads shall mourn and be veileil in gloom. 
So fair a corpse shall leave its home ! 

Should mourn and should wee]>, ah, well-away ! 
So fair a corpse shall jiass to-day ! ” 


tlM* author tln» pnc'in, is Ut Ihv Hoiith of France what liunis 

in U» the South of Si.*otlan<l,— the repn'tieiitatlve of the heart of the one ol 

those Kappy tianU whi> are tioni with their mouths fuU of tnitls (hi howco pUno 
iFtMuztlou*). He has written his own hUtgraphy in a jmetic form, and the niniph> 
narrative of his poverty, his stnigples and his triumphs, is very touching. lit* still 
lives at ^Vgen, on the Gartmne ; and long may he live there U> d«*Iighl lus native land 
with native songs * 

Tliose who may feel liiteri'sted in knowing something nlsmt “ Jasmin, Coifteur"— 
for Hin h U his calling— will find a description of hU jierHuu and nirslc of life in the 
grapliie jsiges of Brars nmi the i'yrrsee« (VoL i- }». 809, et fetj ), hy Ltaibw Htuart 
i.\*titeUo, whose charming |H*n luw «lone so imirh to illustrate the French provinces 
iiiid their liU'ratmv 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL * 


inoM TIIR Nort BOCROnONON I«E Ol'l RAIU<ZAl. 

I HEAR nIoMg oiir 
Ptuw the minstrel throngs; 

Hark ! they jiluy so sweet, 

<.>11 their hautboys, Christmas songs ! 
Let us by tlie fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night expire ! 

In December ring 
Every day the chimes ; 

Txmd the gleemen sing 
In the streets their merry rhymes, 


* K«>r nn iiiU*n'HtinKun«l minute of Cltri^tiiUM in Hiirvcnmly, tlie curiou.t 

n-mlcr Is rcfi'ireU t>i M. Pertiault’H <roeii tur tt4 Sorlt tn pn>nx«*«l 

to tlie rnriM edition of \<</< DoHrgHiffttnns de Hf la itfoNnoyr (<7iii 

IM’J. 
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I>(‘l us li_v till* Hiv 
Kvor liijclier 

^'iuJ; lliom till tlu> iiiglit i'X|iiiv. 

Shcphonls at tlio gmngc, 

Wlieix' tlifi Uabe was Imiiii, 
Sang, with many a change, 
rhristnuis camls until ni»m. 

Ix't us hy the lire 
ICver highiT 

Sing lliein till the night ex|iiie I 

Thes<- gtaal )H'0|ile sang 
Songs devout anil sweet ; 

AVhilc the rafters rang. 

There they stooil with frei'/.ing feit. 
Ix-t us hy the fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night exi»irc. 

Nuns in frigid cells 
At this holy tide. 

For want of something else, 
t’lii'istinas songs at times have tried. 
Ix-t us hy the tire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night exjiiiv ! 

AVasherwomcn old. 

To the sonnd they Iwat, 

Sing by rivets cold. 

With uncovered heads and feet. 
ls‘t ns hy the fire 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night cxpiiv. 
Who hy the fiix'side staiid.n 
Stamps his feet and sings ; 

Uut he who blows his hands 
Not .so gay a carol brings. 

Ixt us by the file 
Ever higher 

Sing them till the night expire ! 
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Tin-: SKKLETOX IX AKMOUU. 

l-UKKA-roaV NOTH 


Thi; folloHins lUttAd viiK U> mr while nOiiiK <«n Um* sra-whore al New|u>rt. 

A year nr tvo pre%’k>tui a ha«i l•et>n «hi}r tip at Fall Hirer, rla«J in broken and 

I'oroMlrrl anitour ; and the Hit<a «H-eurnHl to ne of (x»iine<-ting it with the R/mnd Tower 
at Newjtnrl, getwrally kiaiwii hilhert4i mi* the Obi Wimlniill, tlanigh now claimed by the 
[)arK*a aa a work *>f their early an<‘eat4nw. l'rMb-M>M»r R.xl*i, in the MrmoirtM dt ta ,v»c»>fe 
Htty<Ue tU* Anliquairr* da S*>nl, for aayjs — 

" There i« no luialakiiix in thia inMtAa<‘e the style in wlii< h the nii*re anrienl atone 
edincea of the North wtr>‘ euirntrueted, the style whiih Iwlottga to the Hoituin or Ante- 
flothie ari'hii‘‘<-tiirv, and whieh, expceially after Ute tliiM of Cliarlcmaf^ne, dilTniwd itiM'lf 
fruin Italy over the wh<»le o| ihe West and North of Kun»pe, when* it eontinued to pre. 
dominate until tiie clone of Ihe tweinii rentury ; that stylo whirb some authors lure, 
fmm one of ita most Hthkinj; characterieties, ealh-d the mund arrti style, ttie saaie whieh 
in Rnglaml is detioniinate«l Saxon and sometimes Norman an hileettirr. 

**Oo the aJicienl stnieture in Newjsirt there are i*o oniamcnta remaininir, whieh might 
|MiKsiblj have served to guide us in awtigning the protnblo dale of ita erection. Tliat no 
vestige whatever is foutal of the |M>inte«l an-h, iiur any ui»)>rr>xiiiiation to it, is inclieiitive 
of SD earlier rather than of a later jM>rj«N|. Prom sueli eharaeteristies as remain, however, 
wo ran seaively form any otlier infervinx* tliMi one, in which 1 am pt-rsuafled thut all. 
who are familiar with 01d*Northem airhitertiire. will concur, that this Bi'tt.ni.vu wah 
iniRCTaD AT A TERioD t>R(iDBf>LY x<»T I ATKB TWA)* THK Twr.i.rni rEjcTrRV. Tills remark 
applies, of course, to the original building only, and not t*t the alterations that It subse- 
quently receivetl ; for there are several such alterations in the upper part of the building 
which <‘anisot lie mlKtaken, ami which wore must likely occasbmed liy itn being a^Lapted 
in modem tiroes to various uses, for example, as the siitwtnirtune of a windmill, and 
Utterly as a hay luagaainc. To the same times may be referred the wimhiws. the tire- 
place, and the apertures made aUive the columns. Itiat this bulkling <v>iild not Imve 
been elected for a windmill is wliat an andiittx't will easily discern.*’ 

( will not enter into a discussion of tin* {loint. It is suinciently well estahUshed for 

the purpose of a liallad. though doubtless insuy an honest citizen of Newport, who has 
paiLsed his days within sight of the Round Tower, will lie ready to exclaim wlUi Kancho, 
**G(>d bless me I did I not warn yon to ha\’e a care of what yon were doing, for tliat it 
was nothiiqt but a wimlinill ? and nohoil; could mUtake it. but one wIm> had Ute like in his 
head.” 
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THE SKELEIOX IX AIIMOl’K. 


SrE.iK ! speak ! tliou fearful piiesi ! 
Who, with tliT hollow hreasl 
Still in rude armour drest, 

Come.st to daunt me ! 


\I'mpt not in Eastern lialiiis, 

Rut with thy flcshless |>alnis 
Stretehed, ns if askinp alms, 

Why dost thou haunt me?” 
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Then, from those eavcmmis eves 
1‘ale flashes seeme<i to rise. 

As when the Xorthem skies 
Glram in Deeeinher ; 

Anil, like the water’s flow 
Under December’s snow, 

Came a dull Toiee of woe 

From the heart’s chamimr. 

“ I was a Yikini; old ! 

My deeds, though manifold, 

No Sk.ald in song has told. 

No Saga taught thee ! 

Take heed, that in thy verse 
Thou dost the talc rehearse. 

Else dread a dead man’s curse ! 
For this I sought thee. 

“ Far in the Northern Ijand, 

Hy the wild Baltic’s strand, 

I, with my childish hand. 

Tamed the ger-faleon ; 

And, with my skates fast-lmiind ; 
.Skimmed the ludf-froaen Sound, 
That the poor whimpering honml 
Trembled to walk on. 

“ Oft to his froren lair 
Tracked I the grisly be.ar, 

While from my path the hare 
Fled like .a shadow ; 

Oft through the forest dark 
Followed the were-wolFs bark. 
Until the soaring lark 

Sang from the meadow. 

“ Bnt when I older grew. 

Joining a corsair’s crew. 

O’er the dark sea I flew 
With the marauders. 

Wild was the life we led ; 

Many the soids that sped. 

Many the hearts that bled. 

By our stem orders. 


" .Many a wassail-bout 
M'nre the long Winter out ; 
Often our midnight shout 
Sm-I the cocks crowing. 

As we the Berserk’s tale 
Measured in cups of ale. 
Draining the oaken pail. 

Filled to o’erflowing. 

“ Once as I told in glee 
Tales of the stormy sea. 

Sf)ft eyes did gaze on me. 
Burning yet tender ; 

And as the white stars shine 
On the dark Norway pine. 

On that dark heart of mine 
Fell their soft splendour. 

“ T wooed the blue-eyed maid. 
Yielding, yet half afraid. 

And in the forest’s shade 
Our vows were plighted. 
Under its hmsened vest 
F’lullered her little breast. 

Like birds within their ne«t 
By the hawk frighted. 

“ Bright in her father’s hall 
Shields glenmed upon the wall, 
Ix)ud sang the minstrels all, 
Chaunting his glory ; 

When of old Hildebrand 
I asked his daughter’s hand, 
Sfiite did the min.strels stand 
To he.ar my stoiy. 

“ V\Tiile the brown ale he'qunfli-d, 
Loud then the champion laughed. 
And as the wind^sfs waft 
'The sea- foam brightly, 

So the loud laugh of scorn. 

Out of those lips unshorn. 

From the deep drinking-horn 
Blew the foam lightly. 
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“ She wits a Prince’s child, 

1 but a Vikine wild. 

And though she blushed aitd smiled, 
1 wtis discarded ! 

Should not the dove so while 
Follow the sea-mew's flight, 

Why did they leave that night 
Her nest unguarded ? 

“ Scarce had I )uit to sea. 

Bearing the maid with me, — 
Fairest of all was she 

Among the Norsemen ! — 
When on the while-sea strand, 
AVavuig his armed hand. 

Saw we old Hildebrand, 

With twenty horsemen 

“ Then launched they to the blast. 
Bent like a reed each mast. 

Vet we were gtiiniug fast. 

When the wind failed us ; 

Aud with a sudden flaw 
Came round the gusty Skaw, 

So that our foe we saw 
Laugh as he hailed us. 

•' Aud as to catch the gale 

Round veered the fla|)ping sail. 
Death ! was the helmsinan’s hail. 
Death without quarter ! 
Mid-ships with iron keel 
Struck we her ribs of steel ; 

Down her black hulk did reel 
'ITirough the black water 1 

“ As with his wings aslant. 

Sails the fierce cormorant. 

Seeking some rocky haunt. 

With his jirey laden ; 


So toward the ojicu main. 
Beating to sea again. 

Through the wild hurricane. 

Bore I the maiden. 

“ Three weeks we westward bore. 
And when the storm was o’er, 
Cloud-like we saw tlie shore 
Stretching to lee-ward; 
Tlierc for my lady’s bower 
Built 1 the lofty tower. 

Which, to this very hour, 

Slamb looking sea-wartl. 

“ There lived we many years ; 

Time dried the maiden’s tears ; 
She had forgot her fears. 

She was a mother ; 

Death closed her mild blue eyes. 
Under tliat tower she bes; 

Ne’er shall the sun arise 
On such another ! 

“ Still grew my bosom then. 

Still as a stagnant fen ! 

Hateful to me were, men. 

The sun-light hateful ! 
lu the vast forest here. 

Clad in my warlike gear. 

Fell 1 upon my sywar, 

O, death was grateful ! 

“ Thus, seamed with many scjtrs 
Bursting these prison Itars, 

Up to its native stars 
My soul ascended 1 
There from the flowing bowl 
Deep drinks the warrior’s soul. 
Skoal! to the Northland! tkoal 
— Tlius the tale ended. 


• In Kf »nrtin«vi« tilts i« llif cnstoiinry wUiUllon »l»n drinldiig a hoalUi. I luivt sligbtl.v 
rhaiigf'l iIm- nrthngini.hy ft tin- »<>nl. in nnler tn jiriMM-nr tin- iurwcl prnnunciatloa 
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THE WRECK OF THE HESFERrS. 

It was tlip sclioonpr Ilpsponis, 

That sailpd tliP wintry spa ; 

And the skipper had takpn his little daughter, 
To bear him company. 
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Blue were her eyes as the fairy-flax, 

Her eliet'ks like (he dawn of day. 

And her bosom white as the hawthorn hnds. 
That ojie ill the month of May. 

Tlio skipiwr he stootl beside tlie helm, 
llis pipe was in his month. 

And he wntehetl how the veering flaw did blow 
The smoke now West, now South. 

Then up and spake an old Sailor, 

Had sailed the Spanish Main, 

“ I pray thee, put into yonder jiort. 

For 1 fear n hurricane. 

“ laist night, the moon had a golden ring, 

And to-night no moon we sec 1 ” 

The skipper, he blow a wliitf from his pi|H’, 

And a scornful laugh laughed ho. 

Colder and louder blew the wind, 

A gale from the Jsorth-ea.st ; 

The snow fell his.sing in the brine. 

And the billows frothed like yeast. 

Down came the storm, and smote amain 
The vessel in its strength ; 

She shuddered and pauserl, like a frighteil steed. 
Then leaped her cable’s length. 

“ Come hither ! come hither ! my little daughter, 
And do not trcmble so ; 

For I can weather the roughest gale 
That ever wind did blo^.” 

He wrapped her wai-m in his seaman’s coat 
Against the stinging blast ; 

Ho cut a rope from a broken spar. 

And bound her to the mast. 


TIIK WIIKCK OK Till-; IlESPEKVS. 
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O fiillicr ! 1 licnr tlio t-lmreli-bfll.-f ring. 

O wij, wiint iiiny it be?” 

“ ’Tis n fog-bell on n roek-lKnmil coast ! ” 

Ami lie atw-rod for tlie o[k.‘H »<-a. 

O fntber ! I ln-oi' the sound of guns, 

() say, what may it be?” 

.Some shi|i in distress, that cannot live 
In such an angry sea ! ” 

(J father ! I ace a gleaming light, 

O say, what may it be ? ” 
lint the father answered never a word, 

A frozen corpse was he. 

Lashed to the helm, all stiff and stark, 

With his face turned to the .skies. 

The lantern gleamed through the gleaming snow 
On his ti.ved and glassy eyes. 

Thtm the maiden clasped her hands and pruywl 
That saveal she might be ; 

And .she thought of Christ, who stilled the wave. 
On the I^ake of Galilee. 

And fast through the midnight dark and drear, 
Through the wrhistling sleet and snowr. 

Like a sheeted ghost, the vc.s.scl swept 
Towards the reef of Norman’s \Vo«'. 

And ever the fitful gusts between 
A sound came from tlic land ; 

It was the sound of the trampling sui-f. 

On the rocks and the hard sea-sand. 

Tlie bi-eaker.s were right beneath her Ihiws, 

She drifted a dronry wreck. 

And a whooping billow swept the crew 
Like icicles from her deck. 
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She sfruek where tlie wliitc and fleecy waves 
Looked soft ns carded wool, 

But the cruel rocks, they gored her side 
Like the hoiirs of an angi-y bull. 

Her rattling shrouds, all sheathed in ice, 

AVith the niast.s went by the board : 

Like a ve.sael of gloas, she stove and sank. 

Ho ! ho ! the breakers roared ! 

At daybreak, on the bleak sca-hcach, 

A fisherman stood aghast, 

'I'o see the form of a maiden fair. 

Lashcsl close to a drifting mast. 

The salt sea was frozen on her breast. 

The salt tears in her eyes ; 

And ho saw her hair, like the brown sea-wceil. 
On the billows fall and rise. 

Such was the wi-eck of the Hespenis, 

In the midnight and the snow ! 

Christ save us all from a death like this, 

On the reef of Norman's AVoe ! 



'I'HE LUCK OF KDENHALL. 


rKUM THK (iKKMAM ur L-lfluNtl. 


Op Edcnhall, the youthful Lord 
liids sound the festal trumj)et’s call ; 

Ho rises at the haiiquct board, 

Ami cries, ’mid the drunken revellers all, 

“ Now bring me tho Luck of Edenhall ! ” 

The butler hears the words with pain. 

The house’s oldest seneschal. 

Takes slow from its silken cloth again 
'I'he drinking glass of crystal tall ; 

They call it Tho Luck of Edenhall. 

Then said the I/rrd ; “ This glass to praise, 
Fill with red wine from Portugal ! ” 

The gray-beanl with trembling hand obeys ; 
A puqile light shiues over all, 

It beams from the Luck of Edeidiall. 

Then s|>eaka the Lord, and waves it light, 

“ This glass of flashing crystal tall 
Gave to my sires the Fountain-Sprite ; 

She wrote in it; 1/ thin doth fall, 
Farewell then, 0 Luck of Edenhall ! 

“’Twas right a goblet the Fate shoidd be 
Of the joyous race of Edcnhall ! 

Deep draughts drink we right willingly; 

.knd willingly ring, with merry call, 

Kling ! klang ! to the Luck of Edenhall ! ” 
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Fin*t ringsi it tlofji, nmi full, ami mild, 

Like to the fumg of n nightingale ; 

Then like the roar of a UnTont wild ; 

Then mutters at last like tin; thunder's full, 
The glorious Luek of hkleidinll. 

“ For its keeper lakes a race of might. 

The fragile goblet of crystal tall ; 

It has lasted longer than is right ; 

Kling ! klnng ! — with a harder blow than all 
Will I try tho Luek of E.lenhall ! ” 

As the goblet ringing Hies apart. 

Suddenly cracks the vaulted hall ; 

And through the rift, the wild Humes start ; 
The guests in dust are scattered "all. 

With the Ureaking Luck of Edcnhull ! 

In storms the foe, with fire and swonl ; 
lie in tho night had scaled tho wall. 

Slain by the swonl lies the youthful Ta>rd, 
Hut holds in his hand the crystal tall, 

The shattered T,uek of Kdeidiall. 

On tho moiTow the butler groi>cs alone, 

The gray-beard in the desert hall. 

He seeks his Ltmi’s burnt skeleton, 
lie seeks in the dismal ruin’s fall 
The shards of the Luek of Edeidiall. 

“ The stone wall,” sailh he, “ doth fall aside, 
Down must tho stately columns fall ; 

Glass is this earth’s Luek and I’ride ; 

In atoms shall fall this earthly ball 
One day like the latek of Edenhall ! ” 


|T)ii' tmtlitloii whit'h IhiA Inilatl in fiuniiltHl. nnd tli<* of thi’ Lu«-k «>f 

Htill pxiwt in tjiclAiitl. Tlif In llie |k i<m orHirChhM!«>|>hrr 

Munffnivr. liart. of t-Aicii Hull, CumlwrivTnil ; ntitl U Hot mo mtiivly Blistt^'rvit nsi the 
ImUBd IcavpB it | 
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THE KI.ECTED KNIGHT. 

I'ROM THK DA.VIhR. 

Sir Oi.i’f lie ridelli over the pinin, 

Full Bcveii mileii Imind nml seven miles wide, 
Blit never, all never can meet with the man 
A tilt with him dare ride. 

B 


Digitized by Google 


HAI,LA1)S. 


i:m) 


Jf<? saw undi'i' lliv liill-iiklf 
A Knijjlit full well vqiii|i|)(‘il ; 

His was lilack, liis lu'lin was Immsl : 

lie was riiliiijs' at full speed. 

He wore upon his spurs 
Twelve little golden birds ; 

Anon he spurred his stecil with a clang. 
And there sat all the birds and sang. 


He wore upon his mail 

T welvc little golileii wheels ; 

Anon in eddies the wild wind blew. 

And round and round the wheels thev flew. 

He wore before his breast 

A lance that was [Kiised in rest; 

-\nd it was sbar|S’r than dianiond-stone, 

It iniule Sir Oliirs heart to groan. 

He wore u|K)n bis helm 
A wreath of riuldj- gobl ; 

And that gave him the Maidens Thre»>, 

The Youngest was fair to Isdiold. 

•Sir Oluf questioned the Knight eft.«iHm 
If he were come from heavmi down; 

“ Art thou Christ of Heaven,’’ quoth he, 

“ St( will 1 yield me unto thee.” 

“ I am not Christ the Great, 

Thou shall not yield thee yet ; 

1 am an I'liknown Knight, 

Three modest Maidens have me Itedight." 

“ Art thou a Knight elected. 

And have three Maidens thee bedigbl ; 

So shall thou ride a tilt this day, 

For all the .Maidens’ honor ! ” 
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Tlje fii-st tilt tlioy together rode 
They l>ut their steeils to the test ; 

The second tilt they together nslc, 

They proved their niunhtMsl best ; 

The third tilt they together rode. 
Neither of them would yield ; 

The fourth tilt they together rode, 

'J'hey Ik)|1i fell oil the held. 

Now lie the lords u|hiii the plain. 

And their blocKl runs unto denth ; 

Now sit the Maiilens in the high tower. 
The youngest sorrows till death. 


[Ttiift Strang tuystii'aMjiillad U fnjm N)*<‘rup &ih 1 Kahlx-k’ii Donsie 

yi^ of the Mkldte Agi's. It aernui to refer to the ttr»t preaebint; of Chriatiaotty in 
tite Xortb. an<l to the inatitution of KDigbt-Krnintiy. The three maidens I suppoae 
t4» l)T Kaitli, Hope, atni Charity. T!»e im^ulaiitiva of the origitud have Iweu 
carefully prearned in the translation.] 
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[The fiiUifWing Poems «itli uue exceiitiou, were written si sea. in tbe latter |iart 
of Octolicr. I had not then bcanl of Ur. CliaimiU);*s death. Since that event the 
piM-in aildresMsl to him is no ioniser aplirufirinte. 1 have decided, however, to let it 
remain as it was written, a feeble testimony of iny odmiration for a great ami go«M 
man. | 


TO WILLIAM E. CILVX.NTNO. 

Thk iingi-s of tliy book I ii'iul, 

And us I closed each one. 

My heart, resitondinj;, ever said, 

*• Servant of Ood ! well done ! ” 

M’ell done ! Tliy words aiv great and bold ; 

At times they seem to inc. 

Like Luther’s, in tlie days of old. 
Half-battles for the free. 

(io on, until this laud revokes 
The old and chartered Lie, 

The feudal curse, whose whips and yokes 
Insult humanity. 

A voice is ever at thy side 
Speaking in tones of might. 

Like the prophetic voice, that crieil, 

'J'o John ill Patnios, “ M’rite 1 ” 

M rite! and tell out this bloody tale ; 

llecoi-d this dire eclipse. 

This Day of Wrath, this Endless Wail, 

This divad Apocalypse. 
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liKMiiK till* UMgnthered rice lie liiy, 

Ills sickle ill liis hand; 

Hilt breast was hare, his nintted liair 
W as buried in the sand. 

Again, in the mist mid slindow of sleep, 
lie saw his Native Land. 

M'ide ihroiigli the landsca[H‘ of his dieaius 
The loislly Niger flowed; 

Heiieath the palm-trees on the plain 
Once more a king he slroilo ; 

And heard the tinkling caravans 
Descend the monntaiii-road. 

He saw once more his dark-eywl queen 
Among her children stand ; 

They clnsjied his neck, they kissed his checks. 
They lield him by the hand ! — 

\ tear burst from the slecjK'r's lids 
And fell into the sand. 

And then at furious sisfil lie ixide 
.\long the Niger’s bank ; 

1 1 is bridle-ivins were golden ehuiiis. 

And, with a martial clank, 

•\t each leap he could feel his scabbard of steel 
Smiting his stallion’s flank. 

llefore him, like n blwMl-ivd flag, 

'I’lie bright flamingoes flew ; 

From morn till night he followed their flight. 
O’er plains where the tamarind givw, 

’I'ill he saw the loofs of C’afrit> huts, 

.\nd the ocean rose to view. 
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I.H roKM.H ON SLAVERY. 

At iii};;ht Ilf lii'uiil the liuii riMir, 

And till' Iim-im wiviini ; 

And the river-liol^<e, na lie enialiiil llie reed.a 
Heaide aunie liiUdeii stmini ; 

And it {taaaeil, like u ^lurioiia ixill of drniii.s, 
Tlirungli the triiiin|ih uf hia divniii. 


Till' foreata, with their nivriad tungueB. 
Shouted of liberty ; 

And the llloat of the Desert cried aloud, 
With a voice so wild and fi-ee, 

Tliat he aiarted in hia sleep and smiled 
At their tempeatiions glw. 


lie did not feel the diiver’a whip. 

Xor the burning heat of day ; 

For Death had illuniined the J>iind of Sleep, 
And his lifeless boily lay 
A worn-out fetter, that the soul 
Had broken and thrown away! 


Till-: DOOD PAUT. 


TItAT HIIAI.J. NtkT Ml: TAKKN .AWaV. 

Sim dwells hv (fix'iit Kenhnwii's .side. 

1 n valleys green and eiail ; 

And all her 1io[h' and all hi-r pride 
Are in the village selnad. 


Her soul, like the tinnspareiit air 
That nds's the hills ulxivc. 

Tliongh not of earth, eneireles there 
All things with artii- of love. 
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TIIK GOOD PAKT. 




AiiJ thus she wiilks niiioitg her girls 
With prais«> ami mild relmkes ; 

Sitliduing e'en rude village idtmis 
Rv her angelic l>M)ks. 

She reiuls tn them u( eventide 
Of one who ejitue to aave ; 

To cast the captive’s chains aside, 

And liheratc the slave. 

And oft the blessed time fondells 
Wien all men shall be free ; 

.\nd musical, as silver ladls. 

Their falling chains shall la-. 

And following her beloved lauil. 

In decent poverty. 

She makes her life one sweet record 
,\nil deed of charity. 

For she was i-ich, and gave ii]> all 
To break the iron bands 

Of those who waited in her hall, 

And lalwit-d in her lands. 

Ising since beyond the Southern s<-a 
Their outbound sails have sprsl, 

While she, in meek humility, 

Kow cams her daily bread. 

It is their jiiayers, which never cease. 
That clothe her with such graw ; 

Their blessing is the light of ]ieace 
That shines u|>on her face. 
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THE SLAVE IN THE DISMAL SWAMP. 


In dark fens of tlip DimnnI Swnnip 
Tlif liiintod Negro lay ; 
lie Hnw the fire of the niidniglit eanip. 

And heard at tiniea a hor<e’s tramp 
And a l>l<HidhomiirK dinlant hay. 

M’here will-o'-the-wi»|M and glowworms shine, 
In hiilriish and in brake ; 

M'here waving nio.sses shroud the pine, 

Anil the cedar gro«-s, and the |Hiisonoii.s vine 
Is spotteil like the snake : 
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THK W ITNESSES. 


W here hardly a Imiimii fuet eoulJ pass, 

Or a Inimnii heart would dare, 

Oil the quaking turf of the green niora»a 
lie erouclied in the rank and tangled giu-a, 
Like a wild beant in hia lair. 


A poor old slave, iiitinii and laiiie ; 

Oifat sears deformed his fnee ; 
ftri Ilia forehead he hore the hraiid of shame. 
And the rags, that hid his mangled frame, 
Were the livery of disgrace. 


■Vll things almve were bright and fair, 
All things were glad and free ; 
Lithe s(|uirrela darted here and there, 
And wild birds filled the echoing air 
With songs of Lilarty ! 


On him alone was the doom of pain. 
From the moniing of his birth ; 

On him alone the eiii-'C of Cain 
Fell, like a Hail on the garnered grain. 
And struck him to the earth ! 


THE WITNESSES. 


In Ocean’s wide dumaius. 

Half buried in the sands, 

I,ie skeletons in chains. 

With shackled fwt and liaiids. 


POEMS OK SLAVERY. 


I3S 


lii'VoiuI flio full <if tli’W.s, 

1>P0[KT (linn plmiiinel lies, 

Eloat ships with nil their crews, 

No more to sink nor rise. 

There the black Slave-ship swims. 

freighted with human forms, 

SVhosc fettcieil, fleshless limbs 
Aie not the sport of storms. 

These me the bones of Slaves ; 

They gleam fiem the abyss ; 

They cry, from yawning wave.-, 

“ We arc the Witnesses ! ’’ 

Within Earth’s wide domains 
Aie markets for men’s lives : 

Their necks are galled with chains. 
Their wrists arc crnm|ieil with gyves. 

I lend bodies, that the kite 
In deserts makes its piey ; 

Mnnlcrs, that with alfright 

Scare schoolboys from their [ilay ! 

.\11 evil thoughts and deetl.s ; 

.Vnger, and lust, and pride ; 

The foulest, rankest weeds, 

That choke Life's groaning tide I 

These are the woes of Slaves ; 

They glare from the abyss ; 

They cry, from unknown graves, 

“ We ai-c the Witnesses ! ” 
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TIIK sr.AVK «IN(;iXG AT MIDNIGHT. 

Loi n lio (iniijf tlic Piialm of David ! 

II<‘, n Xi’ffro mid cnslavtHl, 

Snug of Isifud's victory. 

Sang of Zion, bright and free. 

In that hour, when night ia calmcat. 
Sang he from the Hebrew Panlnii.st, 

In n voice ao awia-t and clear 
That I could not chooac but hear. 

Siinga of triumph, and aacriptiona. 

Snell aa reached the awart Kgypliana, 
When upon the Ped S<>a coaat 
Periahed Pharaoh and hia host. 
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POK>tS OX SLAVKKV 
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Ami Jlio voice of liis devolion 
I'illcil my iH'ul with !<lniiigc cmotiuii ; 
For itit tonc( by toms were glud. 
Sweetly solemn, wildly snd. 

i’aul ond Silas, in their prison. 

Sang of Christ, the Isjrd arisen. 

And an earthquake’s arm of might 
Broke their dungeon-gates at night. 

But, alas I what holy angel 
Brings the Slave this glud evangel ? 
And what earthquake’s arm of iiiighl 
Breaks his dungeon-gates at night ? 


THK QrADKOOX GIIU,. 

'J'liK Slavei' in the broad lagoon 
laty moored with idle sail ; 

lie waiusl for the rising moon, 

And for the evening gale. 

L’ndcr the shore his boat was tied. 
And all her listless crew 

Watched the gray alligator slide 
Into the still bayou. 

Odors of orangc-Bowers, and sjMeo, 
Kenehcd them from lime to time, 

lake airs tbal breathe fiom Buratlise 
I'pon a world of crime. 

'I’hc Planter, under his roof of thatch. 
Smoked thoughtfully and slow ; 

The Slaver’s thumb was on the latch. 
He se<'med in haste to go. 
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THE ylADBOoX (HRL 
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IK‘ huid, “ M^' at oiK'lim' ridi-M 
III yoiidiT l)Mnd lagixm ; 

I only wait the cveninp; tides. 

And the rising of the niooii." 

lleforo them, with her face upraistsl, 

In timid attitude, 

l.ike one half curious, half aniaiu-d, 

A Quadroon maiden stood. 

Her eyes were large, and full of light. 

Her amis and neck were hare; 

No garment she wore, save a kirtle bright. 
And her own long, raven hair. 

And on her lips there played a smile 
As holy, meek, and faint. 

As lights in some eathedrni aisle 
The featuix-s of a saint. 

'* The soil Ls harren. — the farm is old ; ” 

The thoughtful PlanUT said ; 

Thou looked U|h)I1 the Slaver's gold. 

And then upon the maid. 

Ilis heart within him was at strife 
With such accursed gains; 

For ho knew whose passions gave her life. 
Whose blood ran in her veins. 

Hut the voice of nature was too weak ; 

He tixik the glittering gold ! 

Then pale os death grew the maiden's cheek. 
Her hands as icy cold. 

The Slaver led her fiom the door, 
lie led her by the hand. 

To be his slave ami ])aramour 
In a strange and distant land I 
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TIIK \VAI!XIX(i. 


Hkwaiik ! 'J'liu Isiw'litc of olil, wln> toio 

Tlie liou in liis jiath, — when, poor mill hliiiil, 
lie saw the hlesiscil light of heaven no more, 

Shorn of his noble strength and forced to giiml 
In prison, mid at last led forth to la; 

A |Minder to Philistine revelry, — 

r|Hin the pillars of the temple laid 

His desja'rate hands, and in its overllirow 
Destroyed himself, and with him those who made 
A cruel miK-kery of his sightless woe ; 

The [Kior, blind .Slave, the scoff and jest of all, 
Expired, and thomsomls perishetl in the fall I 

There is a poor, blind Samson in this land. 

Shorn of his strength, and bound in lainds of steel, 
YVho may, in some grim revel, raise his hand. 

And shake the pillars of this C'oramoiiwcal, 

Till the vast Temple of our liberties 
A shapeless ma.ss of wreck and rubbish lies. 




SONGS 


SEA-WEED. 

WiiKN descciuU on the Atiunlie 
Tlie pipantic 

•Slomi-witiil of the equinox. 

Landward in his wmtii he scourgi's 
The toiiinp siirpes, 

l4iden ttitii sr-a-wiHtd from the I'oehi-: 

From Heiinudn’s reefs ; fioni edges 
Of sunken ledges. 

In some far-off, bright Azore ; 
l''rom linhania, and the diLshing, 
Silver-Hashing 
Surges of Son .Salvador ; 
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From the tumbling Rurf, tliat liurios 
The Oikiu-ynn Rkerrios, 

Answering the hoarse Hebrides ; 

And from wreck.s of ships, and drifting 
S|Mir8, uplifting 

( )n the de.solate, rainy sens ; — 

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting 
On tlie shifting 
f’urrcnts of the restless main ; 

Till in sheltered eoves, and reaehes 
Of sandy beaehes, 

All luive found repose again. 

So when .storms of wild emotion • 
Strike llie ocean 
Of the poet's soul, ere long 
From each cave and rocky fastne.s.s. 

In its vastueas. 

Floats some fragment of a song : 

From the far-otf isles enchanted. 

Heaven ha.s planted 
With the golden fruit of Truth ; 

From the flit-hiag surf, whose vision 
Gleams Elysian 
In the tropic clime of \'outh ; 

From the strong Will, and the Endeavour 
That forever 

^^’restle with the tides of Fate ; 

From the wn-ck of Hopes far-sealteied, 
Teni|iest-shnttered, 

Floating waste and desolate ; — 

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting 
On the .shifting 
Currents of the ri'siless heart ; 

Till at length in lKs)ks recorded, 

'I’hey, like hoanhsl 
llousi-liold word', no more depart. 



THR DAV IS DONE. 

Thf (Inv is iliinp, nncl the darkno4< 

FbIIh from the winpt of Xighi, 

A« a feather i» wafted downward 
From an eaele in his flij;ht, 

I see the lights of tlie village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist. 

And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me. 
That my soul cannot resist : 

A feeling of sadness and longing, 

That is not akin to pain. 

And resembles sorrow onlv 

As the mist resembles the ruin, 

r 
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SUNOS. 


Come, rcnil to me some piK'iii, 

Some simple aiiJ lieuitfelt lay, 

That shall soothe this restless feelinp;. 
Ami banish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old musters. 

Not from the bards sublime. 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Time. 

For, like strains of martial music. 

Their mighty thoughts suggest 
Life’s endless toil and endeavour; 

And to-night I long for rest. 

Head fiom some humbler poet. 

Whose songs gushed from his heart. 
As showers from the clouds of summer. 
Or tears from tlie eyelids start ; 

Who, through long days of labour. 

And nights devoid of ease. 

Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful melodies. 


Such songs have power to quiet 
The restless pulse of care. 

And come like the benediction 
That follows after prayer. 

Then read from the trca.sure<l volume 
The poem of thy choice. 

And lend to the rh\-mc of the jioet 
The beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall bo filled with music. 
And the cares, that infest the day, 
Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And ns silently steal away. 




AFTKRXOON IN FEBRUARY. 


Tiik day is ending, 

The niglit is descending ; 
The marsh is frozen, 

Tlie river dead. 

Tlirough clouds like ashes, 
The rol sun flashes 
On village windows 
That glimmer re«l. 

The snow rwommcnces : 
nie buried fences 
Mark no longer 

The road o'er the plain ; 


MTiile throngh the meadows. 
Like fearful shadows, 

Slowly posses 
A fiineiul train. 

The bell is pealing, 

And every feeling 
Within me responds 
To the dismal knell ; 

Shadows are trailing, 

My heart is bewailing 
And tolling within 
Like a funeral bell. 
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TO AN OLD DANISH SONG -HOOK. 

Welcome, luy old friend, 

Welcome to a foreign fireside, 

While the sullen gales of autumn 
Shake the windows. 

The utigrateful world 

Has, it seems, dealt harshly with thee. 

Since, beneath the skies of Denmark, 

First I met thee. 

There arc marks of age. 

There arc thumb-marks on thy margin. 
Made by hands that clas|K'd thee rudely. 
At the alehoti.se. 
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Soiled aud dull thou art ; 

Yellow are thy time-worn pages. 

As the russet, raiu-inolestcd 
Ix-avea of autumn. 

Thou art stained with wine 
Seattcred from hilarious goblets. 

As these leaves with the libations 
Of Olympus. 

Vet dost thou rtstall 

Days departed, half-forgotten, 

When in dreamy youth I wandered 
By the Baltic, — 

When 1 |>nused to hear 
The old ballad of King Christian 
Shouted from suburban taverns 
In the twilight. 

Thon recallcst bards. 

Who, in solitary chaniliers. 

And with hearts by [lossion wasted. 
Wrote thy imges. 


Thou recallest homes 
Where thy songs of love and friendship 
Made the gloomy Xortlieni winter 
Bright as summer. 

Once Some ancient Scald, 

In his bleak, ancestral Iceland, 

Chanted staves of these old ballads 
To the Vikings. 

Once in Klsinore, 

At the court of old King Hamlet, 
Yorick ami his Isron companions 
Sang these ditties. 



SONUS. 


< •nee I'rimt! Frederick’s Guard 
Ssng them in their smoky barracks ; — 
Suddenly the Englisli cnimoii 
Joined the chorus ! 

Feasants in the Held, 

Sailors on tlie roaring ocean, 

Students, tradesmen, pale mechanie.s. 

All have sung them. 

'J'hou hast been their friend ; 

1'hey, alas, have left thee friendle.ss ! 
Vet at least by one warm Hreaidc 
Art tbou welcome. 

And, as swallows build 
In these wide, old-fn.shioncd chimneys. 
So thy twittering songs shall nestle 
In my bo.som, — 

(iuiet, close, and wann, 

Sheltered from all molestation. 

And recalling by their voices 
Youth and travel. 


WALTER VON DER VOGELWEII).' 


\'<)ORLWKri) the MinncKiiifror, 

WHien he left this world of ours. 

Iskid his hudv iu the cloister. 

Under ^^'llrUbu^g’s minster towers. 

Anil he gave the monks his treason's. 
Gave them all with this behest ; 

They should feed Uie birds at noontide 
Daily on his place of rest ; 

Saying, “ From these wandering minstrels 
I have learned the art of song ; 

I/ct me now repay the lessons 

They have taught so well and long.” 

Thus the bard of love departisl ; 

And, fulHIling Iiis desire, 

On his tomb the birds were feasted 
By the children of the choir. 

Day by day, o’er tower and turret, 

III foul weather and iu fair. 

Day by day, in vaster numls-rs, 

Flocked the poets of the air. 

On the tree whose heavy branches 
Overshadowed all the place. 

On the pavement, on the tomlistone. 

On the jroet’s sculptureii face. 


(1) Walter r|t>r Vot^rlweid, or Bint-Mr’fulow, waa on«> of tlie prfnripal 
of the thirteenth cenl«T>'. He triumphed over IJelDrieh vou tlfler- 
in that poetic ennteat at Warthnrg Caatle, known in ilterarjr biatory a<i the 
War of Wartbnrp. 


Digitized by Google 



SONGS. 


m 


On the cross-bars of eacli window, 

On the lintel of each door, 

They renewed the War of Wartburg, 
Which the bnni bad fought before. 

Thcie they sung their merry carobs. 

Sang their lauds on every side; 

And the name their voices utteixsi 
W as the name of Vogelweid. 

Till at length the portly abbot 

Murmured, “ Why this waste of food ? 

Be it changed to loaves henceforward 
For our fasting brotherhood." 

Then in vain o'er tower and turret. 

From the walls and woodland nests. 

When the minster bell rang noontide, 
Gatheied the unwelcome guests. 

Then in vain, with cries di.seordant. 
Clamorous round the Gothic spire. 

Screamed the feathere<l .Minnesingei-a 
For the children of the choir. 

Time has long effaced the inscriptions 
On the cloister’s funeral stones, 

And tradition only tells us 

Where repose the poet's bones. 

But around the vast cathedral, 

By sweet echoes multiplied. 

Still the birds re|>eat the legend, 

.■\nd the nani" of Vogelweid. 
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DHINKING .S()N(J. 

is'M-furTii*N mn ak Avrtgt'K rm iiKR. 

CoMR, old friend ! i>it down and liHtcn ! 

From the pileher, placed between uk, 
How the waters laiifrh and ;;liHton 
In the head of old Silenns ; 

X 


Digitized by Google 


SOKGS. 


01(1 Sileniis, bloated, drunken, 
liod by hi-s inebriate Satyrs ; 

On his breast his head is sunken. 
Vacantly he leers and chatters. 

Fauns with youthful Bacchus follow ; 

Ivy crowns that brow supernal 

As the forehead of Ajtollo, 

And possessing youth eternal. 

Round alwut him, fair Bacchantes, 
Bearing cymbals, flutes, and thyrses. 

Wild from Xa.xian groves, or Zante’s 
\'ineynrds, sing delirious verses. 

Thus he won, through all the nations, 
Bl(wdlcs.s victories, and the farmer 

Bore, as trophies and oblations, 

Vines for banners, ploughs for armour. 

Judged by no o’l'raealons rigor. 

Much tliis mystic throng expresses: 

Bacchus was the type of vigor. 

And Silenus of excesses. 

These arc ancient ethnic revels, 

Of a faith long since forsaken ; 

Now the Satyrs, changed to devils, 
Frighten mortals wine-o’ertaken. 

Xow to rivulets from the mountains 
Point the rods of fortune-tellers ; 

Vouth peqietunl dwells in fountains, — 
Xot in fla.sks, and casks, and ccllai-s. 

Claudius, though he sang of flagons 

And huge tankards filled with Rhenish, 

p'rom that fiery blood of dragons 
Never would his own replenish. 
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Evou Ki'ili, tlimijrli he ehnuntcd 
Bnceluis ill the Tum-an valleys, 
Xever draiik the wine he vaunted 
In his dithyramhie sallies. 


Then with water fill the jiitcher 

M'reathed nlwmt with cla.ssic fahles ; 
Ne'er Faleniian thivw a richer 
Lieht u|K>n Lucullus’ tables. 


Cunie, old friend, sit down and listen ! 

As it pas.scs thus lietwecu ns. 

How its wavelets laiigh and frlisten 
In the head of old Silemis ! 


THE AHKOW AND 'JHE SONG. 


I SHOT an arrow into the air. 

It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For. so swiftly it Hew, the sight 
Could not fidlow it in its Hight. 


I breathed a song into the air, 

It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 

For who has sight so keen and strong. 
That it can follow the Hight of song ? 

Long, long afterward, in an (aik 
I found the amiw, still unhrokc ; 

.And the song from laiglnning to end, 

I found again in the heart of a friend. 
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TIIR OLD CLOCK OX THE STAIKS. 


cal iiitt' |>«-tn!ulo, ‘limt lialaiii'ivr «lit <*l rc«IU miiia «*<*« dvux 
iMota *Uiiia Ic* ailriirr ilf'a t<>riilx‘HUx : ‘•Toujonra? jxiiuiif ! ! 

!“— JA«'gr»:i« lluiitAixr. 


SoMKWHAT bnck from the villa{;o !»treet 
Stiind!i the old-fashioned country-seat. 
Across its antique portico 
Tull poplar trees their shmlows llirow. 
Anil from its station in the hall 
An ancient timepiece says to all, — 

*• Forever — never ! 

Never — forever ! ’’ 
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Halfway up the stairs it stuiuls, 

And points and heckons with its hands 
From its case of massive oak, 

Like a monk, who, under his cloak, 
Crosses himself, and sighs alas ! 

With SMiri'owful voice to nil who pass, — 
“ Forever — never ! 

Xever — forever ! ” 


Uy day its voice is low and light : 

But in the silent dead of night, 

Distinct as a po-s-siiig footstep’s fall. 

It echoes along the vacant hall, 

Along the ceiling, along the floor. 

And seems to sny at each chamher-door, — 
“ Forever — never ; 

Xover — forever ! ” 


Through days of sorrow and of mirth, 
Through days of death and days of birth, 
Through every swift vicissitude 
Of changeful time, unehangetl it has stoml. 
And ns if, like God, it all things saw. 

It calmly repeats those words of awe, — 

“ Forever — never ! 

Never — forever ! ” 


In that mansion usc<l to be 
Free-hcarteil Hospitality; 

His great fire-s up the chimney roaretl ; 
The stranger feasted at his Ixiard ; 

But, like the skeleton at the fea.st. 

That warning timepiece never ceased, — 
‘ Forever — never ! 

Never — forever ! 
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Tlicro groups of iiiorry cliildroii plujod, 
There youths niid inaidoiis drciiming strayed ; 
O precious hours ! O golden prime, 

And ftflluenct? of love and time ! 

Even ns ft miser counts his gold, 

Those hours the ancient timepiece told, — 

“ Forever — never ! 

Never — fon-ver I ” 


From that ehaniber, clothed in white. 

The hride came forth on her wctlding night ; 
Theie, in that silent room below. 

The dead lay in his shroud of snow ; 

And in the hush that followed the i»raycr. 
Was heani the old clock on the stair, — 

“ Foivver — never ! 

Never — forever 1 ” 


All ate scattered now and fled, 

•Some are married, some arc dead ; 

And when I tisk, with throbs of pain, 
“Ah! win 11 shall they all meet again?" 
As in the days long-since gone bt', 

The ancient time-piece makes reply, — 

“ Forever — never ! 

Never — forever ! 


Never heiv, forever tlieiv. 

Where all parting, pain, and eaic, 

And ileath, and time shall disap|x-ar, — 
Forever theii', hut never here ! 

'I'he horologe of Eternity 
Sayetli this incessantly, — 

“ Foiever — never 1 
Never — forever ! ” 
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AUTUMN*. 

Thof conicst, Aiituniii, hcmldcil liy tlio rain, 
With Imnnors. hy great gales imt'ssant fantied, 


Digitized by Google 



Kin 


SONNETS. 


Urightcr than brightciit Rilk.s of Samarcaiul, 

Anti stately oxen harnessed to thy wain ! 

Thon .staiulcst, like imperial Charlemagne,' 
l'l>on tliy bridge of gold ; thy royal hand 
Oiit.stretched with benedictions o’er the land, 
Bles-sing the farm.s through all thy vast ilumain. 

Thy shiehl is the red harvest moon, susjK’nded 
So long Itenealh the heaven’s o’erhanging eaves ; 
Thy steps ore by the farmer's jirayers attended ; 

Like Hames upon an altar shine the sheaves ; 

And, following thc-e, in thy ovation splendid. 

Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the golden leaves ! 


DANTK. 


Tuscan, that wandcrest through the realms of gloom, 

With thoughtful pace, and sad majestic eyes. 

Stem thoughts and awful from thy soul arise, 

T,ike Farinata from his fieiy tomb. 

Thy saereil song is like the tnimp of doom ; 

Yet in thy heart wliat Imman sympathies. 

What soft compa-ssion glows, as in the .skies 
The tender stars their cloude<l lamps relume ! 

■Methinks I see thee stand, with pallid clu'cks. 

By Fra Ililario in his diocese. 

As np the eonvent-walls, in golden streaks, 

The ascending sunbeams mark the day's decreasi' ; 

And, as he asks what there the stranger seeks. 

Thy voice along the cloister whisjK-rs, “ I’eac<‘ !" 

(1) ChAJ-lfiiiajnH* mfty lx* ralh**! Iiy Ihf* jn«>niurh of farm^'rM 

AFConllig; to till’ Grrman tratlition, in HOA»nn.H of gront nhmnUnoo hin «pinl 
I'rtvHMcd th«‘ Rhino on a gohlon hriH^n- At nin^ron, niul tho cornfiotdA aikI 

tin* vinryArrlA 
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THE EVENIX(i STAK. 

1 

\m ! ill till* painted orit-l of the West, 

.• ' Whose pones the sunken sun incarnmiines, 

’ Like a fair Indy at her easement, shines 

The Eveninf; Star, the star of love and lest ! 
.\nd then anon she doth herself direst 
' ( >f all her radiant ganiients, and reclines 

liehind the sombre screen of yonder pines. 

With slumber and soft dreams of love oppressed. 
O my beloved, my sweet I lesporus ! 

My inoniing and my evening star of love ! 
Mybest and gentlest lady! even thus. 

As that fair planet in the sky above, 

Dust thou retire unto thy n-st at night, 

And finm thy darkened window fades the light. 

. V 
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Tiir. htiiry »f ** Kvanukijnk ** U un » pniiifiil tH riiriviict* wiiit-li t«H<k in 

tlu‘ i-arly of U) itu h<>ftlirrii jxirt *»t Aim-rii-a 

III |]i<> >«ai 1713, Ai'aiUii. or hi* il i* ii»u luitMtl. Novii S«*otia, whk to Orval llriluin 

)•>' thf Fmi«-h. Tilt* wimIh'm of thi' tiihMi'ituiil* little «oHKuU<tl In tlo' 

i'lianttv. Ainl they with j^at <liiticuity wen* indueiMl t«« take tin* oAtlm «»f altr^iiuioe tu Ut** 
MntiMh ifoverunirnt Kome time un«*r Uius uar hii>itn; aimiii hroken out tH*twe«>u tlm 
t'ri-iK-li bikI BntiHh in the Acatliiuit were BecMiHe<t <>f iiAviitti the Kreueh. 

fn>iu whom tliey were kimI rotincet«*it by many tivii of frieiitUliiii, with |>r«ui- 

eioUB luei aitiiimiiitioii, nt the aiege of U*‘aq SiejiMir Whether the B<’eiuaili«m w:ih hminie^i 
ell Ihi’t ur not, liAH not Imx'D HNtinhw'Uirily BM-erUiiuetl ; the n^Hult, however, wnm muni 
(liMnutmus to the primitive, 8im{»te-mim1e<i AcailiAtm. The Uritbli guvemtiieiit ontemi 
them to lie removifil from their liome!i. ami iliM|M'reeil throiighoul the other eohmien, at n 
ili^Unce fMiu their mm-h tu>eU land. Ttilt ^rM■lutiull wan not eoinniunicat*'<l to the 
iuliahiUiiita tlU rneasurcH hnd been matun*d to earry* it into iminediate ctTirt; when the 
Governor of Uic colony, having Lvniod a (nimiiiumi calling the whole people to a meeting, 
tiifonned them that their htnila, teueinenU, and cattle of oil kimU weir forfeiteil to the 
llritinh crown, tluit he hatl ordeiw to rvnmw tin-iii in teasela to dtalanl coluniva, and 
IIh-v iiiuhI miinin in cuhtody till their eiiilMirkatioii. 

The )MH*ni U deHeriptiic of the fale of »ume of the |H'rHoiia involve*! in tliesi* eahimi- 
toua pMi**fding>i, 
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This is the forest prhncvnl. The imirimiriii" pines nnd tlie lieinl<H'ks, 

.Boaidcti with moss, nml in garments green, imlislinet in tlie twiliglit. 

Stand like Druids of eld, with voiees sad and prophetie. 

Stand like harpers hoar, witli lienrils that rest on their hosoms. 
fsnid from its roek\' eavems, the dc<'p-voieed neigldionring oc<'an 
Speaks, mid in accents disiHinsolate nnswei's the wail of the forest. 

This is the forest primeval ; hut where are the hearts that heneath it 
Irf'aped like the roe. when he hears in the wiaidlaml the voice of the huntsman? 
Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home of Acadian farmci-s, — 

Men whose lives glided on like rivers that water the woodlands. 

Darkened by shadows of earth, hut reflecting an image of heaven? 

M'aste are those pleasant farms, nnd the fanners foreviT departisl ! 

Scattered like du.st nnd leaves, when the mighty blasts of tlctolmr 
,Sei*e them, and whirl them aloft, nnd s|)rinkle them far o'er the ocean. 

Xonght hut tradition remains of the iM-aiitiful village of Grand-Pre. 

Vc who believe in atfection that 1 io|K’S, and endures, and is patient. 

Ye who believe in the licaufy and strength of woman’s devotion, 
fjist to the mournful tradition still sung by the pines of the forest ; 
last to a Tale of Ixivo in Acntlie, home of the happy. 


Digitized by Google 



TAUT THE FIRST. 

I. 

In flic Acmlinii Iniid, on flic shores of the Biuiiii of Minns, 

Histnnt, secluded, still, the little village of Grnnd-Piv 

in the fruitful valley, ^'n8t meadows stretched to the eastward. 
Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks without numlK'r. 
Dikes, that the hands of the farmers had raised with labor incessant. 
Shut out the turbulent tides ; but at staled seasons the floorl-gntes 
Openerl, and welcomed the sea to wander at will o’er the meadows. 
West and south there were fields of flax, and orchards and cornfields 
Spreading afar and unfenced o’er the plain, and away to the northward 
RIomidon rose, and the forests old, and aloft on the mountains 
Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists from the mighty Atlantic 
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[i<K)ko(l oil ilio Imppy vnik-y, liut iio’or trom tlicir station dcscenileil. 

There, in the miilst of its farms, ri'poseil tlie Aemlinn villnpe. 

Slronj;ly hiiilt were tlie houses, with frames of oak and of chestnut. 

Such as the peasants of Xormaiiily hnill in the iviwn of tlic Henries. 

'I'liatched were the roofs, witli dormer-windows ; and pahles projcctin" 

< trer the hasement below proteeleil and shaded tlic door-way. 

There in the tranquil cveninjrs of summer, when hriifhtly the sunsel 
Lighted the village street, and gilded tlie vanes on the chimneys. 

Matrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and in kirtles 

Scarlet and blue and given, with distaffs spinning the golden 

Flai for the gossiping hsims, whose noisy shuttles within dmirs 

MinghsI their sound with the whir of the wheels and the songs of the maidens. 

Solemnly down the street eanie the parish priest, and the children 

I’aused in their play to kiss the hand he e.xtended to bless them. 

Keverend walked he among them : and up rose matrons and maidens. 


Digitized by Google 


EVANCELINK. 


U>;» 


Hailing his sluw appiuavli with nuiils of atfiHrtiunato wehMino. 

'I'heii fame tho laborers liome from the tiehl, ami seieiielv the sun sank 
Down to his ivst, anil twilight |>revaileil. Anon from the Ix'lfrv 
Softly the Angelua souiuhsl. and over the roofs of the village 
t'olumns of pale bine smoke, like elonds of incense useending, 

Koae from a hundred hearths, the homes of |K>noe and eonlemnieiit. 
'I'hiis dwelt together in love these simple Acadian farmers, — 



Dwelt in tlic love of Oml and ot man. Alike were they free from 
Pear, that reigtm with the tyrant, and envy, the voice of republics. 
Neither locks had they to their doors, nor bars to their windows ; 
But their dwellings were ojx-n a.s day and the hearts of the owners ; 
There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived in abundance. 

Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer the Basin of Minas, 
Benedict Bellefontaine, the wealthiest farmer of Grand-l’ri', 


Digitized by Google 



KVA.NGKLlMi. 


i:n 

Ilwi-ll on lii» •'ooilljr aviX'A ; mid with him, directing hi.s hmi»chuld. 

Lioiitlc Kvangcliiio lived, his child, and the |iiidc of the village. 

Sstalworth ami stale!)’ in fonu wa.s the man of sevciit)’ wintem ; 

I lourt) and hale was he, an oak that is covered with snow-Hakes ; 

White as the snow were his locks, and his ehei’ks as hrewn as the oak-leaves. 
Fair was she to hehold, that maiden of seventeen smnmei's. 
lllaek were her eves ns the berry that grows on the thorn by the way-siile. 
Ulaek. yet how softly they gleamed beneath the brown shade of her tn'ssi-s I 



Sweet was her breath ns tln^ breath of kino that feed in the meadous. 
When in the harvest heat she bore* to the ren|>ers at noontide 
Flagons of home-brewed ale. ah ! fair in sooth was the maiilen. 
Fairer was she when, on Sunday mom, while the Indl from its tunet 
.S|irinkksl with holy sounds the air, ns the priest with his hyssop 
Sjirinkles the congregation, and senttei’s blessings upon them. 
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Down the long street she passed, with lier clmplet of bends and lier niissul, 
Wearing her Norman cap, and her kirtlc of blue, and the ear-rings, 
Brought in the olden lime from France, and since, as an heirloom. 

Handed down from mother to child, through long generations. 

But a celestial brightness — a more ethereal Ix-aul y — 

Shone on her face and encircled her form, when, after confession, 
Homeward serenci}’ she wallic<l with God's benodiction upon her. 

When she had passed, it seemed like the ceasing of exquisite music. 
Firmly builded with rafters of oak, tlie house of the farmer 
Stood on the side of a hill commanding the sea ; and a shailr 



Sycamore grew by the door, with a woodbine wreathing around it. 

Rudely carved was the porch, with seats beneath ; and a footpath 
Led through an orchard wide, and dUapfienrcd in the mcotlow. 

Under the sycamore-tree were hives overhung by a penthouse. 

Such as the traveller sees in regions remote hy the road-side. 

Built o'er a box for the poor, or the blessed image of Mary. 

Farther down, on the slope of the hill, was the well with its mos.s-grown 
Bucket, fastened with iron, and near it a trough for the horses. 

Shielding the house from storms, on the north, were the barns and the farm-yard 

7 . 
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There stood the hrond-wheeled wains and the antique ploughs and the harrows : 

There were the folds for the sheep ; and thciv, in his feathered seraglio, 

Strutted the lordly turkey, and erowed the coek, with the selfsame 

Voice that in ages of old had startled the penitent Peter. 

liursting witli hay were the barns, themselves a village. In each one 

Far o’er the gable projected a roof of thatch ; and a staircase, 

Under the .sheltering eaves, led np to the odorous corn-loft. 

There too the dove-cot stood, with its meek and innocent inmates 
Mnnnuring ever of love ; while altove in the variant breezes 
Numberless noisy weathoreoeka rattled and sang of mutation. 

Thus, at peace with God and the world, the farmer of Grand- Pie 
Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline governed his household. 

^fniiy a youth, ns he knelt in the church and opened his missal, 

Fixed his eyes U[m)ii her, as the saint of his dcr-pest devotion ; 

Happy was he who might touch her hand or the hem of her gannent! 

-Many a suitor caino to her door, by the darkness iK-fi iendisl, 

And os he knix-ktsl and waited to hear the sound of her fisit.steps. 

Knew not which Is-al the louder, his heart or the knwker of iron ; 

Or at the joyous feast of the Patron Saint of the village. 

Hohler grew, and pix’ssed her haml in the dance as he whisjiertsl 
Ilurricsi words of love, that seemed a part of the music. 

Hut, among all who came, young Gabriel only wn.s welcome ; 

Gabriel Taijeunessc, the son of Itasil the black.smith, 

\\'ho was a mighty man in the village, and honored of all men ; 

For since the birth of time, throughout all ages and nations, 

Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by the jtcople. 

I?a.«il was Henediet’s friend. Their children from earliest childhotKl 
(irew up togetlier os brother and sister ; and Father Felician, 

Priest and pedagogue Iroth in the village, had taught them their letters 
Out of the selfsame Isark, with the lij-mns of the church and the plain-song. 

Hut when the hymn wa.s sung, and the daily lesson completed. 

Swiftly they hurricrl away to the forge of Hasil the blacksmith. 

There at the door they stoorl, with wondering eyes to behold him 
Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the horse a.s a plaything. 

Nailing the shoe in its place ; while near him the tiro of the cart-wheel 
laiy like a fiery snake, coiled round in a circle of cinders. 

Oft on autumnal eves, when without in the gathering darknc.ss 
Bursting with light seemed the smithy, through every cranny and crevice, 

Warm by the forge within they watched the laboring bellows. 
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Anil OH its panting (.-ciisoil, and the sparks expired in the ashes. 

Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns going into the ohnjiol. 

Oft on sledges in winter, os swift os tlie swoop of the eagle, 

Down the hill-side bounding, they glided away o’er the meadow. 

Oft in the bams they elindieil to the populous nests on the rafters, 
.Seeking with eager eyes that wondrous stone, which the swallow 
Brings fmm the shore of the sea to restore the sight of its fledglings; 
Lucky was ho who found that stone in the nest of the swallow ! 

Thus passisl a few swift years, and they no longer were children. 

J le was a valiant youth, and his foce, like the face of the morning, 
OInddeneil the earth with its light, and ripeneil thought into action. 

•She was a woman now, with the heart and hopes of a woman. 

“ Sunshine of Saint Kulalie" was she called ; for that was the sunshine 
Which, as the farmers believed, would load their orchards with apples ; 
•She, too, would bring to her hiisband's house delight and abundance. 
Filling it full of love and the ruddy faces of childivii. 
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II. 

Now Imd tlie sca-soii rctiimetl, wlion tlic nights grow colder and longer, 

And the retreating sun the sign of the Scorpion enters. 

liirds of pasisage sailed through the leaden air, fioni the ice-hound, 

De.“olnlc northern bays to the shoios of tropical i.sland». 

llarrcsts were gathered in ; and wild with the winds of September 

AVrestled the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old with the angel. 

All the signs foretold a winter long ami inclement. 

Bec'S, with prophetic instinct of want, hud hoarded their honey 
Till the hives ovcrfloweil ; and the Indian hunters assei-ted 
Cold would the winter be, for thick was the fur of the fo.\es. 

Such was the advent of autumn. Then followed that beautiful 8ca.«on, 
Called by the pious Acadian peasants the Summer of All-Saints! 

Filled wa.s the air with a dreamy and magical light ; and the land8ca))c 
laiy as if new-created in all the freshnciis of ehildhootl. 

Peace seemed to reign upon earth, and the restli'ss heart of the ocean 
W as for a moment consoled. All sounds were in hannoiiy blended. 
Voices of children at play, the crowing of trocks in the furm-yard.s. 

Whir of wings in the drowsy air, and the cooing of pigeons. 

All were subdued and low as the murmurs of love, and the great sun 
T>ooko<l with the eye of love through the golden vapors around him ; 

While arrayed in its robes of nisset and scarlet and yellow. 

Bright with the sheen of the dew, each glittering tree of the forest 
Fla.shed like the plane-tree the Persian adonied with mantle.s and jewels. 

Now roeommeneed the reign of rest atnl affection and stillness. 

Day with its burden and heat had departed, and twilight de.scending 
Brought back the evening star to the sky. and the herds to the homestead. 
Pawing the ground they came, and resting their necks on each other. 

And with their nastrils di.stended inhaling the fre»hnc.sa of evening. 
Foremost, liearing the lioll. Evangeline’s licautiful heifer. 

Proud of her snow-white hide, and the riblton that waved from her collar, 
tjnietly paced and slow, as if ronseious of human affection. 
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Then came the Hliepherd back with his bleating flocks trom the sea-side. 
Where was their favourite posture. Behind them followed the watch-dog, 
Patient, full of importance, and grand in the pride of his instinct. 

Walking from side to side with a lordly air, and superbly 
Waving his bushy talc, and urging forward the stragglei's ; 

Regent of flocks was he when the shcphenl slept ; their protector. 

When from the forest at night, through the starry silenee. the wolves howled. 
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Late, with the rising nioen, returned the wuins from tlie timrslies, 

Laden with briny hny, tliat filled the air with its odor. 

Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their manes and their fetlocks. 
While aloft on theii' shonldeiw the wooden and jwiiderous saddles. 

Painted with brilliant dyes, and adonied with tcssels of crimson. 

Nodded in bright array, like hollyhocks heavy with blossoms. 

Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded their udders 
I'nto the milkmaid’s hand ; whilst loud and in regtdor eadeuec 
Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets deseetided. 

I>owing of cattle and peals of laughter were heard in the farm-ymsl. 
Echoed baek by the barns. Anon they sank into stilhic.ss ; 

Heavily closed, with a jairing sound, the valves of the harn-doors, 

Rattled Uic wooden bare, and all for a .season was silent. 

In-iloors, warm by the wide-mouthed fire-place, idly the farmer 
Sat in his elbow-chair, and watched ho«- the flames and the smoke-wreaths 
Struggled together like foes in a burning city. Rehind him, 

No<lding and mocking along the wall, with gestures fanlastie. 
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Diirtcil Ills tui'n huj;o sliadow, anil voniisliod nwny into ilnrkno»«. 

Fares, clumsily carved in oak, on the back of his arni-eliair 
Lmij^hed in the flickering light, and the jiewtcr plates on the dresser 
(.'aught and reflected the flame, as shields of armies the sunshine. 

Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols of Christmas, 

Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers Ixjfore him 
Sang in their Xomian orchards and bright Burgundian vineyanls. 

Close at her father’s side was the gentle Evangeline seated. 

Spinning fla.v for the loom, that stooil in the corner lichind her. 

Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its diligent shuttle. 

While the monotonous drone of the wheel, like the drone of a bagpiiw, 

Followed the old man's song, and united the fragments together. 

A.S in a church, when the chant of the choir at intervals ceases. 

Footfalls arc heard in the aisles, or words of the priest at the altar. 

So, in each pause of the song, with measun'd motion the clock clicktsl. 

Thus ns they sat, there were footsteps heanl, and, suddenly lifted. 

Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung back on its hinges. 

Benedict knew by the hob-naihsl shoes it was Basil the blacksmith, 

.\nd by her lienting heart Evangeline knew who was with him. 

Welcome ! " the farmer exclaimed, ns their fmitsteps i>ausrsl on the threshold, 
^\’elconlc, Basil, my friend ! Come, toko thy place on the settle 
Close by the chimney-side, which is always empty without thee; 

Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the box of tobacco ; 

Xever so much thyself art thou as when through the curling 
■Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and jovial face gleams 
Bound and red ns the harvest moon through the mist of the marshes.’’ 

Then, with a smile of content, thus answered Basil (he blacksmith. 

Taking with easy air the accustomed sent by the fin-side : — 

“ Benedict Bellefontaine, thou ha.st ever thy je.st and thy ballad I 
Ever in chccrfullest mood art thou, when others are filled with 
(Jloomy forebodings of ill, and see only ruin before them. 

Ifappy art thou, ns if every day thou hndst jiickerl up a horse.shoe.” 

I’ausing a moment, to take the pipe that Fivnngelinc brought him. 

And with a coal from the entlx-rs had lighteil, he slowly continucsl : — 

“ Four days now are passed since the English ships at their anchors 
Bide in the (jaspercau’s month, with their cannon pointed against us. 

What their design may lie is unknown ; but all are commanded 
On the moiTow to meet in the church, where his Majesty's mandate 
\Vill lie pnxdaimcil as law in the land. Ala.s I in the meantime 
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Mnny sunnLscs of evil ularm the hearts of the peo])Ie.” 

Then made answer the farmer; — “ Perha[)s sotie friendlier puipose 
JJrings these ships to our shores. Perhaps the harvests in England 
By the untimely rains or untimelier heat have been blighted. 

And from our bursting baims they would feed their cattle and children.” 

“ Not so thinketh the folk in the villag<“,” said, warmly, the blacksmith, 
Shaking his head, as in doubt ; then, heaving a sigh, he continued : — 

“ Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Sejour, nor Port Koval. 

Many already have fled to tlie forest, and lurk on its outskirts, 

M’aiting with anxious hearts the dubious fate of to-morrow. 

Arms have l)ccn taken from us, and warlike wenjams of all kind.s ; 

Xothing is left but the blacksmith’s sledge and the s<‘rthe of the mower.” 

Then with a pleasant smile made answer the jovial farmer: — 

“ Safer arc we unarmed, in the midst of our flocks and our eonifields. 

Safer within tliesc peaceful dikes, Itesieged hy the oeimn, 

Tlian were our fathers in forts, besieged by the enemy’s cannon. 

Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no shadow of sorrow 
Fall on this house and hearth ; for this is the night of the contract. 

Built arc the house and the barn. The meiry lads of the village 

Strongly have built them and well; and, brcaking the glebe round about them. 

Filled the bam with hay, and the house with food for a twelvemonth. 

Rene Leblanc will bo here anon, with his jwpers and inkhorn. 

Shall wo not then be glad, and rtjoico in the joy of our children ? ” 

As apart by the window she stood, with her hand in her lover’s. 

Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her father had spoken. 

And as they died on his lips the worthy notary entered. 


III. 

Best like a laboring oar, that toils in tlie .surf of the ocean. 

Bent, but not broken, by ago was the form of the notary public ; 

Shocks of yellow hairs, like the silken flo.s.s of the maize, hung 
Over his shoulders ; his forehead was high ; and glasses with horn laiws 
•Sat a.stride on his nose, with a look of wisdom supernal. 

P'othcr of twenty children wa.s he, and more than a hundred 
Children’s children roile on his knee, and heard his great watch lick. 
Four long years in the times of the war had he languishesl a caiilive. 
Suffering much in an old French foiT as the fi-imnl of the English. 
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How, though wmit-r powii, witluuit all ^uile nr i<ii.s|>lfi»ii. 

Ripe in wisdom was lie, lait patient, and simple, and eliildlike. 

He was beloved by all, and most of all by the children ; 

For he told them tales of the Ixiup-garoii in the forest. 

And of the goblin that enme in the night to water the horses. 

And of the white lyotiehe, the ghost of a child who unrhristeiii.sl 
Died, and was doonusl to haunt unsi-en the chambers of childivn ; 

And how on Christmas eve the oven talkerl in the stable, 

And how the fever was enred by a spider shut u|i in a mitshell. 

And of the marvellous powers of four-leaved clover and hoi-scshoes. 

With whatsoever else was writ in the lore of the village. 

Then up rose from his seat hy the fireside Ihusil the blacksmith, 

Kuockeil from his pipe the ashes, and slowly extending his right hanil, 

“ Father Leblanc,” he exclaimed, “ thou hast heard the talk in the village. 
And, perchance, eanst tell us some news of these shi]i« and their errand.” 
Then with modest demeanour made answer the notary public, — 

“ Gossip enough have I heard, in sooth, yet am never the wiser ; 

And what their eirand may be I know not lietler thun others. 

A A 
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Vet am I not of ilum- who iinngine some ovil iiiU'iitioii 

Hrings tliem lic-ro, for wo an- at jH-aeo; and wly then molest us?” 

“ Ood’a name ! ” shouted the hasty and somewhat iraseihle hlaoksmith : 

“ MilsI wo in all things look for the how, and the why, and the wherefon- ? 
Daily injustii-o is done, and might is the right of the strongest !” 

But, without heeding his warmth, eontimied the notary puhlie, — 

“ Man is unjust, hut Gml is just ; and finally justice 
Triumphs ; and well 1 rememiK-r a story, that often consoleil me, 

M’lieu as a captive 1 lay in the old Fn-neli fort at I’ort Koynl.” 
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This wns tlic olil mnii's favorite tale, ami ho loved to repent It 
When his iici"h1»oiirs complained that atiy injiistiec wns done them. 

“ Once in an ancient city, whose name I no lonu;cr rcniemlx'r, 

Hnised aloft on a column, a himen statue of dustice 

Stood in the puhlic square, upholilin" the scales in its left hand, 

And in its right a sword, as an cmhiem that justice jirosid<sl 
t )ver the laws of the land, and the heart.s ami homes of the jHS)ple. 

Kvcn the birds had built tlnnr nests in the scales of the balaniv. 

Having no fear of the sword that flashed in the sunshine nlmve them. 

Hut in the course of time the laws of the laml were corrupted ; 

Might took the place of right, and the weak were oppres.sed, and the mighty 
Ruled with an iron rod. Then if chanrxul in a nobleman’s palace 
That n necklace of pearls wits lost, and ere long a suspicion 
Fell on an orphan girl who lived as maid in the hpuschold. 

She, after form of trial condemned to die on the scaffold. 

Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue of .Justice. 

As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit a.secnded, 

Lo ! o’er the city a tcmpc'st rose ; and the holts of the thunder 
Smote the statue of bronze, ami hurled in wrath from its left hand 
T)own on the pavement Indow the clattering scales of the halariee. 

And in the hollow thereof wns found the m-st of a magpie. 

Into whose clay-huilt walls the necklace of [learls was inwoven.” 

Silenced, hut not convinced, when the story was cndeil, the hincksmilh 
Stood like a man who fain would s|H'ak, hut findelh no language ; 

All his thoughts were congealcil into lines on his faix'. ns the va|xirs 
Fi-eeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes in the winter. 

Then Kvangcline lighted the brazen lamp on the table. 

Filled, till it overflowed, the (lewter tankard with liome-hrcwtHl 
Nut-brown ale, that wns famed for its strength in the village of (jiand-Pn” ; 
While from his pocket the notary drew his papers and ink-horn. 

Wrote with a steady hanil the date and the age of the parties, 

Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep and in entfle. 

Orderly all things proceeded, and duly and well were completed. 

And the gieat seal of the law was set like a sun on the margin. 

'Then from his Icathem pouch the farmer threw on the table 
Three times the old man’s fee in solid jiieccs of silver : 

And the notary rising, and hlessing the bride and the bridegroom. 

T/iftod aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their welfare. 

Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly Imwcd and departed 
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While ill silence flic others sat ami inuswl by the fircsiile. 

Till Kvnneoliiic hroiijjht the ilranjiht-lKianl out of its corner. 

Soon was the j;anie be^iin. In fricnJly conteiilion the old men 
I.aughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful monicuvre. 

Laughed when a man was crowiicil, or a breach was made in the king-row. 
.Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a window’s enihrasiirc. 

Sat the lovei-s, and whis|iered together, Isdiolding the moon rise 
Orel- the pallid sea and the silvery mist of the meadows. 

■Silently one by one, in the infinite meadows of heaven, 
lllossoined the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots of the angels. 

Thus passed the evening away. Anon the boll fmm the lielfry 
Kang out the lioiir of nine, the village curfew, and straightway 
Hose the guests and departiHl anil silence reigmnl in the household. 

■Many a farewell word and swisH good-night on the <loor-ste|i 
I.,ingercd long in Evangeline’s heart, and filliHl it with gladness. 

Carefully then were covered the cnilKirs that glowetl on the hearth-stone. 

And on the oaken stairs re.sounded the tread of the farmer. 

Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evangeline followed. 
l"p the staimise moved a luminous space in the darkness. 

Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face of the maiden. 

Silent she passed through the hall, and entered the door of her chamber. 

Simple that ehamlier was. with its curtains of white, and its clothes-press 
Ample and high, on whose spacious »helve.s were carefully folded 
Ijinen and wiKillen stutfs, by the hand of Evangeline woven. 

This was the precious dower she would bring to her husband in marriage, 

Hotter than fliK-ks and herds, being proofs of her skill as a housewife. 

Soon she extinguisluHl her lamp, for the mellow and radiant moonlight 
Streamed through the windows, and lighted the riKim, till the heart of the maiden 
Swelleil and obeyed its power, like the tremulous tides of the ocean. 

Ah ! she was fair, c.veceding fair to behold, as she stood with 
Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming fltsirof her chamber! 

Little she dreamed that lielow, among the trees of the orchard, 

AVaitisl her lover and wateheil for the gleam of her lamp and her shadow. 

Vet were her thoughts of him, and at times a feeling of sadncs.s 
Pa.S'cd o’er her soul, as the .sailing shade of cl iiids in the moonlight 
Flitted across the floor and darkened the rismi for a moment. 

And ns she gazed from the window she saw sc'roiiely the moon jiass 
Forth from the folds of a cloud, ami one star follow her foot.ste|w, 

.\s out of Abraham 's tent young Ishmael wandered with Ilagar ! 
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IV. 

Pi.KAs.wTi.Y ro.io next niorn thu »uii on the villnj^ of Giiiiul-Pr<^ 

PIciuAiintly gleiiined in the soft, sweet »ir (lie Basin of Afinas, 

Whcro till' ship.s. with their wavering sliadows, were riding at anchor. 

Life had long l)ccn astir in the village, and clamorous labor 
Knockc<l with it.s htindretl hand.s at the golden gates of the nioming. 

Xow from the country around, from the farms and the neighbonring hamlets, 
fume in their holiday dras.ses the blithe Acadian peasants. 

■Many a glad gisid-morrow and jiH-nnd laugh from the young folk 
•Made the bright air bl ighter, as up fmm the numermis meadows. 

Where no path could lie seen but the track of wheels in the greensward. 
Group after group appeared, and joined, or passed on the highway, 
fsuig ere noon, in the village all sounds of labor were silenced. 

'riminged were the stri'cls with people ; and noi.sy groujis at the liouse-doors 
Sat in the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and gossipped together. 

Every hou.se was an inn, where all were welcomed and feasteil ; 

For with this sim|dc people, who lived like brothers togi’ther. 

All things were held in common, and what one had wirs another's. 
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Yet miller Ucmiliot'H roof lio»|>itnlily seoiiieil more nhniiiinnt : 

For Evnnfieline stooil amonj; the guests of her father : 

liright was her face witli smiles, and words of welcome and gladness 

Fell from her beautiful lips, and blessed the cuji ns she gave it. 

Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the orchani, 
liending with golden fruit, was spread the feast of lietrothal. 

Then- in the shade of the porch were the priest and the notary senteil ; 



'I’here good Benwlict sat, and sturdy Uasd the blacksmith. 

Not far withdrawn from these, by the eider-press and the lieehives, 

Michael the fiddler was placed, with the gayest of hearts and of waistcoats. 
Shadow and light from the leaves alternately played on his snow-white 
Hair, ns it waved in the wind ; and the jolly face of the fiddler 
Glowed like a living coal when the ashes are blown from the emlM-rs. 

Gaily the old man sang to the vibrant sound of his fiddle, 

7V,m* h» />«»»•</>-■»« ilr and Ijt ('urilhm de /Jiinkrn/iif, 



Ami uiioii will) liis wuoik'ii kIhm'ii beat time tii llie muaic. 

Merrily, merrily whirled the wheels of the dizzying dances 
I’nder the orelinnl-lrees and ilown the path to the meadows ; 

Old folk and young together, and children mingled among them. 
Fniix’st of all the maids was Evangeline, Benwiict’s daughter I 
Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the blacksmith ! 

So |ia.ssed the morning away. And lo ! with a summons .sonorous 
Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the meadows a dnim licat. 
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Throngi'd oro long was llio church with men. Without, in tlie ehurehvnrd. 
Waited the women. Tlioy stood by the graves, and hung on the head-stones 
Oarlandh of autumn-1ear(>.s and evergreens fresh from the forest. 

Then came the giiaivl from the shi|>.s, and marching proudly among them 

Entered the sacred portal. With loud and dis.soimnt clangor 

EehiK'd the sound of their brazen drums from coiling and casement, — 

Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponderous portal 
C'lostsI, and in silence the crowd awaited the will of the soldiers. 

Then iiprost- their commander, and spake from the steps of the altar, 

Holding aloft in hi.s hands, with its seals, the royal commission. 

“ You arc convcnetl this day," he said, “ by his Majesty’s orders. 


Digitized by Google 


EVANGELIKE. 


IS7 


Clement onJ kind liaa lie been ; but liow you have answered his kindness, 
liCt your own hearts reply ! To my natural make and my temper 
Painful the task is I do, which to you I know must be jjp-ievous. 

Yet must I bow and obey, and deliver the will of our monarch ; 

Namely, that all your lands, and dwellings, and cattle of all kinds. 

Forfeited be to the crown ; mid that you yourselves from this province 
Be traiia|iortcd to other lands. God grant you may dwell there 
Ever as faithful .subjects, a happy and penceahle people ! 

Prisoners now I declare you ; for such is his .Majesty's pleasure !” 

.As, when the air is serene iu the sultry solstice of summer, 

Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling of the hailstones 
Beats down the farmer’s coni in the field and shatlere his windows. 

Hiding the sun, and strewing the ground with thatch from the house-roofs. 
Bellowing fly the herds, and set'k to break their inclosuis's ; 

So on the hearts of the jieople de.sc»nide<l the words of the sjicnker. 

Silent a moment they stood in speechless wonder, and then rose 
Lsmder and over louder a wail of sorrow and anger, 

And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushed to the doorway. 

Vain was the hope of escape ; and cries and fierce imprecations 

Rang through the house of prayer ; and high o’er the heads of the others 

Rose, with his anus uplifted, the figui-c of Basil the blacksmith. 

As, on a stormy sen, a spar is losswl by the billows. 

F’lushcd was his face and distorted with pa.s.sion ; and wildly he shonteil, — 
“ Down with the tyrants of England ! we never liave sworn them allegiance 
Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on our homes and our honests !” 
.More he fain would have said, but the merciless hand of a soldier 
Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him down to the imvement. 

In the midst of the strife and tumult of angry contention, 

Lo ! the door of tlie chancel opened, and Father Felician 
Entered, with serious mien, and aseended the stops of the altar. 

Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture ho awed into silence 
All that clamorous throng ; and thus he spake to his people. 

Deep were his tones and solemn ; in accents measured and mournful 
Spoke he, ns, after the tocsin's alarum, distinctly the clock strikes. 

“ What is this that ye do, my children? what madness has seized you? 
Forty years of my life have 1 labored among you, and taught you. 

Not in word atone, hut in deed, to love one another ! 

Is this the fruit of my toils, of my vigils and prayers and privations ? 

Have you so soon forgotten all lc.ssons of love and forgiveness? 

]i n 
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Tliis is the house of the Prince of Peace, and would you |ii'ufuiic it 
Tims with violent deeds and hearts overflowing with hatred? 

Lo ! whore the crucified Christ from his cross is gazing upon you ! 

! ill those sorrowful eyes what meekness and holy compassion ! 

Hark ! how those lii>s still repeat the prayer, ‘ O Father, forgive them !' 

Is.‘t us re|>eat that prayer in the hour when the wicked assail us. 

Let us re|>ent it now, and say, ‘ O Father, forgive them !’” 

Few were his wonis of rebuke, but deeji in the hearts of his iieo])le 
Sank they, and sobs of contrition succeeded that {mssionatc outbreak ; 

*Vnd they ivpented his prayer, and said, “ O Father, forgive them !” 

Then came the evening service. The tapers gleamed from the altar. 
Fervent and deep was the voice of the priest, and the people rcs[)onded, 

Xot with their lips alone, but their hearts ; and the Ave Maria 

Sang they, and fell on their knees, and their souls, with devotion translated, 

Ko*e on the ardor of prayer, like Elijah ascending to heaven. 


Meamvhile liad spread in the village the tidings of ill, and on all sides 
Wandered, wailing, from house to house the women and children. 

Long at her father’s door Evangeline stood, with her right hand 
Shielding her eyes from the level rays of the sun, that, tlescending. 

Lighted the village street with mysterious splemlor, and roofed each 
Peasant’s cottage with gtdden thatch, and emblazoned its windows. 

Tz)ng within had Ix-cn spread the snow-white cloth on the table ; 

There stood the wheaten loaf, and the honey fragrant with wild flowei-s ; 
There stood the tankartl of ale. and the cheese fresh brought from the dairy ; 
And at the heail of the board the great arm-chair of the farmer. 

Thus did Evangeline wait at her father's door, as the sunset 
Threw the long shadows of trees o’er the broad ambrosial meadows. 

Ah ! on her spirit within a deeper shadow had fallen. 

And from the fiehls of her soul a fragrance celestial o.-s-ended, — 

Charity, im-ekness, love, and hope, and forgiveness, and patience ! 

Then, all-forgetful of self, she wandered into the village. 

Cheering with looks and words the disconsolate hearts of the women. 

As o’er the darkening fields with lingering steps they departed, 

I'rged by their household cares, and the weary feet of their children. 

Down sank the great red sun, and in golden, glimmering vajiors 
Veiled the light of his face, like the Prophet descending fram Sinai. 

Sweetly over the village the bell of the .Angelas soundc*!. 
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Meanwhile, amid tlie gloom, by the church Evangeline lingi’V'cd. 

All wan silent within ; and in vain at the door and the windows 
Stood she, and listened and looked, until, overcome by emotion, 

“ Gabriel ! ” cried she aloud with ticmulous voice ; but no BTiswer 
Came from the graves o{ the dead ; nor the gloomier grave of the living. 
Slowly at length she returned to the tenantless bouse of her father. 
Smouldered the fire on the hearth, on the board stood the supper untaslod. 
Empty and drear was each room, and haunted with phantoms of terror. 
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Sadly echoed her step on the stair and the floor of her chamher. 

Ill the dead of the ni^ht slie heal'd the whispering rain full 
Loud on the withered leaves of the syeainore-tree hy the window. 

Keenly the lightning flu.s|ieil ; and the voice of the echoing thunder 
Told lier that God was in heaven, and governed the world he created ! 
Then she remembered the tale she had heard of the justice of heaven : 
Soothed was licr troubled soul, and she peacefully slumbered till morning. 



V. 

I'oi'R times the sun had risen and set : and now on the fifth day 
Cheerily called the cook to the sleeping maids of tlie farm-house. 

Soon o’er the yellow fields, in silent and niouniful procession. 

Came froni the neighbouring hamlets and farms the Acadian women. 
Driving in ponderous wains their household goods to the sea-shore. 
Pausing and looking back to gaze once more on their dwellings, 

Ere they were shut from sight by the winding road and the woodland. 
Close at their sides their children ran, and urged on the oxen, 

While in their little hands they clasped some fi-agments of playthings. 
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Tims to the Ga.spereau’s mouth ihev hnrrieil •, nnd there on the sen-bench 
Piled in confusion lay the household goods of the pen.snnts. 

All day long between the shore nnd the ships did the boats ply ; 

All day long the wains came laboring down from tliutvillage. 

Late in the afternoon, when the sun was near to his setting, 

Echoing far o’er the lields came the roll of drums from the ehurch-ynrd. 

Thither the women nnd children throngeil. On a sudden the ehurch-d<«)iii 
0|ioned, and forth came the guard, and marching in gloomy proee.ssion 
Followed the long-imprisoned, but patient, Acadian farmers. 

Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their homes and their country. 

Sing as they go, and in singing forget they are weary nnd way-worn. 

So with songs on their lijra the Acadian peasants descended 

Down from the church to the shore, amid their wives nnd their daughters. 

Foremost the young men came ; and, raising together their voices. 

Snug they with tremulous lips a chant of the Catholic .Miasions: — 

“ Sacred heart of the Saviour ! O ine.xhaustible fountain ! 

Fill our hearts this day with strength and submi.ssion and patience!” 

Then the old men, ns they marched, nnd the women that stood by the wny-.side, 
.Joined in the sacred psalm, nnd the birds in the sunshine above them 
.Mingled their notes therewith, like voices of spirits departed. 

Half-way down to the shore Evangeline wailed in silence. 

Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hour of affliction, — 

Calmly and sadly waited, until the proee.ssion approached her. 

.Vnd she beheld the face of Gabriel pale with emotion. 

Tears then filled her eyes, nnd, eagerly running to meet him. 

Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his shoulder, and whispered,— 

“ Gabriel ! be of good cheer ! for if we love one another. 

Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mischances may hnp|)en !” 

Smiling she spake lhe.se woivls ; then suddenly paused, for her father 
Saw she slowly advancing. Alas ! how changed was his aspect I 
Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire from his eye, and his footstep 
Heavier seemed with the weight of the weary heart in his bo.soni. 

But with a smile nnd a sigh, she clasped his neck and embraced him. 

Speaking words of endearment where wortls of comfort availed not. 

'J'hus to the Gaspercau’s mouth moveil on that mournful procession. 

There disorder prevailerl, and the tumult and stir of embarking. 

Busily plied the freighted boats ; and iti the confusion 

Wives were torn from their husbands, nnd mothers, too late, saw their children 
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I/cft on the lanil, c.tteiuling their nrra.s, with wildest cntn-ntic.«. 

So unto separate ships wera Basil and Gabriel cariitsl, 

AVhilo in despair on the shore Evangeline sustd witli her father. 

Half the task was not done when the sun went down, and the twilight 
Deepened and darkened around ; and in has-te the refluent ocean 
Fil'd away from the shore, and left the line of the sand-bcaeh 
Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp and the slippery sea-weed. 
Farther hack in the midst of the household goods and the wagons, 

Like to a gipsy cami), or a leaguer after a battle. 

All escape cut oft" by the sea, and the sentinels near them, 

Ijiy cneamiMMl for the night the houseles.s Acadian farmers. 

Back to its nethermost caves rctreatiil the bellowing ocean. 

Dragging ndown the bench the rattling pebbles, and leaving 
Inland and fur up the shore the stranded boats of the .sailors. 

Then, as the night descended, the herds returned from their pastures ; 
Sweet was the moist still air with the oilor of milk from their uddera ; 
Ixjwing they waited, and long, at the well-known bars of the farai-yaivl. 
M'nited and looked in vain for the voice and the hand of the milkmaid. 
Silence reigned in tlie streets ; from the ehureh no Angelus sounded. 
Ro.se no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed no lights from the windows. 

But on the shores meanwhile the evening fires had been kindled. 

Built of the drift-wood throwm on the sands from wracks in the tempest. 
Round them shajics of gloom and sorrowful faces were gathered. 

Voices of women were heard, and of men, and the crying of childran. 
Onward from fire to fire, as from hearth to liearth in his jtarish, 
Wandered tlie faitliful priest, consoling and blessing and cheering, 

T.ike unto shipwrecked Paul on Mclitn’s dc.solate sea-shore. 

Thus he ajiproached the place where Evangeline .sat with lier father. 

And in the flickering light beheld the face of the old man, 

Ilagganl and hollow and wan, and without either thought or emotion. 
E'en a.s the face of a clock from which the hands have Is'cn taken. 
Vainly Evangeline strove with woni-s and caresses to cheer him. 

Vainly oflTereil him ftxxl ; yet he moved not. he lookeil not, he spake not. 
But, with a vacant stare, ever gazed at the flickering fire-light. 

“ Benfdicitf! ” murmurcil the priest, in tones of compassion. 

Alore he fain would have said, hut his heart was full, and his accents 
Faltered and paused on his lips, as the fts-f of a child on a threshold, 
Ilushcil by the scene he beholds, mnl the awful presence of sorrow. 
Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the head of the maiden. 




liaising his ejes, full of tcois, to the silent stars tlmt above them 
Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wrongs and sorrows of mortals. 
Then sat he down at her side, and they wept together in silence. 

Suddenly rose from the south a light, as in autumn the blood-red 
Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, and o’er the horizon 
Titan-like stretches its hundred hands upon mountain and meadow. 
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Seizing the rocks and the rivers, and piling huge shadows together. 

Broader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs of the village, 

Gleamed on the sk_v and the sea, and the ships that lay in the roadstead. 
Columns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of flame were 
Thru-st through their folds and withdrawn, like the quivering hands of a inurtyr. 
Then as the wind seized the gloeds and the burning thatch, and, uplifting. 
Whirled them aloft through the air, at once from a hundred house-tops 
Startetl the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame intermingled. 

These things beheld in dismay the crowd on the shore and on shipboard. 
S|)cechless at first they stood, then cried aloud in their anguish, 

“ We shall behold no more our homes in the village of Grand-Pre ! ” 

Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow in the fami-yards. 

Thinking the day had dawned ; and anon the lowing of cattle 
Come on the evening breeze, by the barking of dogs interrupted. 

Then rose a sound of dreail, .such as starth>s the sleeping encampments 
Far in the western prairies or forests that skirt the Nebraska, 

When the wild horses aflrighted sweep by with the speed of the whirlwind, 

Or the loud bellowing herds of buffaloes rush to the river. 

Such was the sound that arose on the night, ns the herds and the horses 
Broke through their folds and fences, and madly rushed o’er the meadows. 

Overwhelmed with the sight, yet Bpceehles.s, the priest and the maiden 
Gazerl on the scene of terror that reddened and widenctl before them ; 

And as they turneil at length to speak to their silent companion, 

Lo ! from his seat he had fallen, and stretched abroad on the sea-shore 
Motionle.ss lay his form, from which the soul had departed. 

Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless heatl, and the maiden 
Knelt at her father’s side, and wailed aloud in her terror. 

Then in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head on his bosom. 

Through the long night she lay in deep, oblivious slumber ; 

And when she woke from the trance, she liehcld a multitude near her. 

Faces of friends she beheld, that were mounifully gazing upon her. 

Pallid, with tearful eyes, and lof>ks of saddest compikssion. 

Still the hlazc of the burning village illnminetl the landscape, 

Keddened the sky overhead, and gleamed on the faces around her, 

And like the day of iloom it seemc<l to her wavering senses. 

Then a familiar voice she heard, os it sail! to the people, — 

“ Let us bury him here by the sea. When a happier season 
Brings us again to our homes from the unknown land of our exile, 
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Tlien »Imll liis saned iliist bo pioiwly laid in tlio oliinvh-yaixl.” 

Such wore tlie words of the priest. And llieio in basic by tbe sea-side, 
Having tbe glare of tbe burning village for funeral ton-lies, 

Hut without liell or liooU, they buried tbe farmer of Grand-Pn^ 

And as the voiee of the prie.st repated the service of sorrow, 

1,0 ! with a mournful sound, like the voice of a vast congn'gation. 
Solemnly answensl the sea, and minglisl its n«ir with the dirges. 

'Twa.s the returning tide, that afar from tbe waste of tin- ocean. 

With the first dawn of the day, came heaving and hun-ying landward. 
Then recommenced once more the stir and noise of embarking ; 

And with tbe ebb of that tide the ships sailed out of the harbour, 
Leaving iH-liind them the dead on the shore, and the village in mins. 
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Many a wcarv year liad passtnl since llie burning of Grnml-Pn-, 
^\’llcn on tlie falling tide the freighted vessels dejtarteil, 
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licaring a nntinn, witli all its liousdioUl goik, into exile, 

Exile without an end, nml without an example in atory. 

Far asunder, on sepnroto coasts, the Acadians landed ; 

Scattered were they, like flokes of snow, when the wind from the north-east 
Strikes aslant through the fogs that darken the Banks of Newfoundland. 
Friendless, homeless, hopeless, they wandered from city to city, 

From the cold lakes of the North to sultry Southern savannas, — 

From the bleak shores of the sea to the lands where the Father of Waters 
S<nzcs the hills in his hands, and drags them down to the ocean. 

Deep in their sands to bnrv the scattered hones of the niainmoth. 

Friends they sought and homes ; and many, despairing, heart-broken, 
jVsked of the enrlli but a grave, and no longer a fiieml nor a fireside. 

Written their history stands on tablets of stone in the ehureh-yards. 

Txing among them was seen a maiden who waited and wandered, 

Isiwly and meek in spirit, and patiently suffering oil things. 

Fair was she and young ; but, alas ! before her extendetl. 

Dreary and vast and silent, the desert of life, with its pathway 
Marked by the graves of those who had sorrowed and siitferevl before her, 
Passions long extinguished, and 1 io|m?s long dead and abandoned, 
jVs the emigrant's way o'er the We.stem desert is marki'd by 
('nn;p-tiros long consumed, and bones that bleach in the sunshine. 

.Something there was in her life incomplete, iinjsufect, unfiiiishefl ; 

As if a morning of .Tunc, with all its music ami sunshine, 

Suddenly paused in the sky, and, fading, slowly descendod 
Into the east again, from whence it late had ari.»en. 

Sometimes she lingered in towns, till, urged the fever within her, 

Urged by a restless longing, the hunger and thirst of the spirit. 

She would eommence again her endless search and endeavour ; 

Sometimes in ehnreh-yards strayed, and gazed on the crosses and tombstones. 
Sat by some nameless grave, and tliuuglit that |>erhaps in its bosom 
He was already at rest, ami she longed to slumber beside him. 

Sometimes a rumor, a liearsay, an inarticulate whisper. 

Came with ils airy hand to point nml bt'ekon her forward. 

Sometimes she spoke with those who hntl seen her beloved and known him. 
But it was long ago, in some far-off place or forgotten. 

“ Gabriel Lajeunes.se ! ” said others ; “ O, yes ! we have seen him. 

ITe was with Basil the hlacksmith, and Itoth have gone to the prairies ; 
Courtur»-df»-Boi» aro they, and famous hunters and trappers.” 

“ Gabriel IjiJeunesae ! ” said others ; “ O, yes ! wo have seen him. 

Tie is a Foy«f/e«r in the lowlands of l/ouisinna.” 
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Then would they say, — “ Uoar child ! why dream and wait for him longer? 
Are there not other youths ns fair as Gabriel ? others 
AVho have hearts as lemlcr and true, and spirits ns loyal ? 

Here is ISnptistc Is'blanc, the notary’s son, who has loved thee 
Many a tedious year ; come, give him thy hand and be happy ! 

Thou art Us) fair to be left to braid .St. Catheriue's tresses.” 

Then would Evangeline answer, serenely but .'adly, — “ I cannot ! 

AVhither my heart has gone, there follows my homl, ami not elsewhere. 

For when the heart goes Ijcfore, like a lamp, and illumines the pathway, 
Many things are mode cli>ar, that else lie hidden in darkness." 

And thereu]>oii the priest, her friend and father-confessor. 

Said, with a smile, — “ O daughter ! thy God thus s|H‘uketh within thee ! 
Talk not of wasted affection, affection never was wasted ; 

If it enrich not the heart of another, its Avaters, ivtuming 

Back to their springs, like the rain, shall till them full of refreshment ; 

That which the fountain sends forth returns again to the foutitain. 

I'atiencc ; accomjilish thy labor ; uccuinplish thy work of affection ! 

Sorrow and silence arc strong, anil patient endurance is gixllike. 

Therefore aceompli.sh thy laljor of loA-e, till the heart is made gidlike, 
I’uriticd, strengtheued, perfcctetl, and rcudeml more worthy of heaven I ” 
t'heererl by the good man's words, Evangeline labored and waited. 

Still in her heart she heard the funeral dirge of the ocean. 

But Avith it.s sound there wa.s mingled a A'oico that whispered, “ Despair not ! ' 
Thus did that poor soul wnmli.w in want and chwrless discomfort. 

Bleeding, barefooted, over the shards and thorns of e.xistence. 

1/ct me essay, O Muse ! to follow the wanderer's footsteps ; — 

Not through each devious path, each changeful year of c.xisteiire ; 

But as a traveller follows a streamlet's course through the valley ; 

Far from its margin at times, and seeing the gleam of its water 
Here and there, in some ojum space, and at intervals only ; 

Then drawing nearer its banks, through sylvan glooms that conceal it, 
'I'hough he lichold it not. he can hear its contitiuous murmur ; 

Happy, at length, if he find the spot where it roaches an outlet. 
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It was tli(> nionlli of May. Far down tlio lioautiful River, 

Past the Oliio .shore and past the mouth of the Wuhn.sh, 

Into the golden stream of the broad and swift .Miasissippi, 

Floated a cumbrous boat, that was rowerl by Acadian boatmen. 

It was a band of exiles: a raft, os it were, from the shipwrecked 
Nation, scattered along the coast, now floating together, 

Bound by the Iwnds of a common belief and a common misfortune ; 
Men and women and children, who, guided by hope or by hearsay, 
.Sought for their kith and their kin among the few-acred farmers 
On the Acadian coast, and the prairies of fair Opelousas. 

M'ith them Evangeline went, and her guide, the Father Felieian. 
Onward o’er sunken sands, through a wilderness sombre with forests, 
Day after day they glided adown Uie turbulent river ; 

Night after night, by their blazing fires, cncam|)0<l on its landers. 
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Xow tlirougli insliitig clmtos, niiiuiig green inlands, wlieiv |)liinieliko 
Ck>tton-tree» iiudded their shadowy cnjats, tliey »we|it with the current, 

Tlien emerged into hroud lagoons, where silvery snnd-bai-s 
Lay in the stream, and along the wimpling waves of their margin. 

Shining with snow-white jtlumes, large Hueks of pelicans waded. 

Ijcvel the land.scape grew, and along the shores of the river. 

Shaded by china-trees, in the midst of hi.xuriant gardens, 

Stood the houses of planters, with negro-cabins and dove-cots. 

They were approaching the region where reigns perpetual summer, 

M'herc through the Golden Coast, and groves of orange and citron. 

Sweeps with majestic curve the river away to the eastward. 

They, too, swerved from their course; and, entering the Bayou of Plaquemine, 
Soon were lost in a maze of .sluggish and devious waters. 

Which, like a network of steel, extended in every direction. 

Over their heads the towering and tenebrous houghs of the cypress 

-Met in a dusky arch, and trailing mosses in mid air 

Waved like banners that hang on the walls of ancient cathedrals. 

Deathlike the silence seemed, and unbroken, save by the herons 
Home to their roosts in the etslar-trees returning at sunset. 
tJr by the owl, as he greeted the moon with dcinoniac laughter. 

T,ovcly the moonlight was as it glanced and gleametl on the water, 

( tleamed on the coluimis of cypies.s and ee<lar sustaining the arches, 

Down thixmgh whose hrokeii vaults it fell as through chink.s in a ruin. 
Dreamlike, and indistinct, and strange were all things around them ; 

And o'er their spirits there came a feeling of wotider and .sadness, — 

Strange foreliodings of ill, unseen and that cannot be compassed. 

As. at the tratup of a horse's hoof on the turf of the prairies. 

Fur in advance me closed the leaves of the shrinking mimo.sa. 

So, at the hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings of evil. 

Shrinks and closes the heart, ore the stroke of doom has attained it. 

But Evangeline's heart was sustained by a vision, that faintly 
Floatetl before her eyes, and heckoned her on through the moonlight. 

It was the thought of her brain that assumed the shape of a phantom. 

Through those shadowy aisles had Gabriel wandered l>efore her. 

And every stroke of the oar now brought him nearer and nearer. 

Then in his place, at the prow of the bout, rose one of the oarsmen. 

And, as a singnal sound, if others like them j)crndventure 

Sailed on those gloomy and midnight streams, blew a hla.st on his bugle. 

Wild through the dark colonnades and i orridors leafy the blast rang, 
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Breaking the senl of silence, nml giving tongues to the forest. 
Soundless nlx)ve them the banners of moss just slirrc<l to the music. 
Multitudinous echoes awoke and ditsl in the distance. 

Over the watery floor, and beneath the reverberant branehes ; 

But not a voice replied ; no answer came from the darkness ; 

Ami when the eelwa.'S had cease<l, like a souse of pain was the silence. 
Then Evangeline slept ; hut the boatmen rowisl through the midnight, 
•Silent at times, then .singing familiar C'uimdiau boat-songs. 

Such os they sang of old on their own Acadian rivers. 
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And lliiuujth till' wcrv heard llie iiiysterious iuiunda of tliu dm’H, 

Far otf, iiidiKtiiict, as of wave or wind in the forest, 

Mi.xisl witli the wh(X>|> of the crane and the iirar of the grim alligator. 

Tims ere another noon they emerged from those shadea ; and Irefore them 
laiy, in the golden .sun, the lakc.s of the .Vtelmfalnya. 

Water-lilies in myriads i-oeked on the slight undulations 
Made hy the passing oars, and, resplendent in licnuty, the loins 
Lifted her golden crown above the heads of the Iroatmen. 

Faint was the air with the odorous breath of magnolia blossoms. 

And with the hrnit of noon ; and numlierless sylvan islands, 

Fragrant ami thickly embowertHl with blossoming hcilges of rosi-s. 

Near to whose shores they glidisl along, itiviUsI to shiiniK-r. 

Sam by the fairest of these their weary oars were sns|K‘iideil. 

I’nder the Isnighs of Wiadiita willows, that gr«'w by the margin, 

Sifely their Umt was m<H>i\-d ; atid sealteiisl alsmt on the greensward, 

'rirctl with their midnight toil, the weary travellers slnml>en.'d. 

Over them vast and high extenderl the co|«- of a mlar. 

Swinging from its gn>nt anus, the lrum|x?t-tlower and the grape-vine 
Hung their lailder of roiies aloft like the Inilder of .laeidi. 

On whose jamdulous .stairs the angels asecnding, detR'cnding, 

Were the swift humtning-birds, that flitted from blossom to blossom. 

Such was the vision Fvangelinc saw as she slumljered Imneath it. 

Filled was her heart with love, and the dawn of an o]iening heaven 
Lighted her soul in sleep with the glory of regions celestial. 

Nearer and ever nearer, atnong the numberle.s.s islands. 

Darted a light, swift boat, that s|M*d away o'er the water, 
lirged on its course bv' the sinewy arms of hunters and trappers. 

Nonhwaid its prow was turned, to the land of the bi.son and lienver. 

At the helm sat a youth, with countenance thoughtful and careworn. 

Dark and iiegler-ted looks overshadowwl his brow, and a sadness 
Somewhat lawond his years on his face was legibly written. 

Gabriel was it, who, weary with waiting, uidiappy and ivstlcss, 

Siuglit in the Western wilds oblivion of self and of sorrow. 

Swiftly they glidisl along, close under the lee of the island. 

Hut by the opposite Imnk, and behind a screen of palmettos. 

So that they saw not the Itoat, whole it lay eoncealerl in the willows. 

And undi.sturbed by the da.sh of their oars, and unseen, werr; the sleejieis : 
■Vngel of God was there none to awaken the slumlxtring maiden. 
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Swiftly they glieluil awny, like the shade of a cloud on the prairie. 

After the sound of their oars on the tholes had died in the distance, 

As from a magic trance the sleejtera awoke, and the maiden 
Said with a sigh to the friendly priest, — “ O Father Felieian 1 
Something says in my heart that near me Gabriel wanders. 

Is it a fooli.sh dream, an idle and vague superstition? 

Or has an angel passed, and revealed the truth to my spirit?” 

Then, with a blush, she addcil, — “ Alas for my credulous fancy ! 

Unto cars like thine such worils ns these have no meaning." 

But made answer the reverend man, and he smiled as he answered, — 

“ Daughter, thy wortls are not idle ; nor are they to me without meaning. 
Feeling is deep and still ; and the word that floats on the surface 
Is as the tossing buoy, that betrays where the anchor is hidden. 

Therefore tru.st to thy heart, and to what the world calls illusions. 

Gabriel truly is near thee ; for not far away to the southward, 

On the hanks of the Techc, are the towns of St. Maur and St. Martin. 
There the long-wandering bride shall bo given again to her bridegroom, 
There the long-absent pastor regain his flock and his shcepfold. 

Beautiful is the land, with its prairies and forests of fruit-trees ; 

Under the feet a gaitlen of flowers, and the bluest of heavens 
Bending above, and resting its dome on the walls of the forest. 

They who dwell there have named if the Eden of Ix)uisiana.” 

And with these words of cheer they arose and continued their jouniey. 
Softly the evening came. The sun from the western horizon 
Like a magician extended his golden wand o’er the lanilscapc ; 

Twinkling vapors arose ; and sky and water and forest 
Seemed all on fire at the touch, and melted and mingled together. 
Hanging lietween two skies, a cloud with edges of silver, 

Floated the boat, with its dripping oars, on the motionless water. 

Filled was Evangeline’s heart with inexpressible sweetness. 

Touched by the magic spell, the sacred fountains of feeling 
Glowed with the light of love, as the skies and waters around her. 

Then from a neighbouring thicket the mocking-bird, wildest of singeis. 
Swinging aloft on a willow spray that hung o’er the water. 

Shook from his little throat such floods of delirious music. 

That the whole air and the woods and the waves seemed silent to listen. 
Plaintive at first were the tones and sod ; then soaring to madness 
Seemed they to follow or guide the revel of frenzied Bacchantes. 

Single notes were then heard, in sorrowful, low lamentation ; 

n n 
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Till, having gathered them all, he Hung them abroad in derision. 

As when, after a stonn, a gust of wind through the tree-tops 
Shakes down the rattling rain in a crystal sho<vcr on the branches. 

With such a prelude as this, and hearts tliat throbbed with emotion. 

Slowly they entered the Techc, where it flows through the green Opelousas, 
And through the amber air, above the crast of the woodland, 

Saw the column of smoke that aiose flora a neighbouring dwelling ; — 
Sounds of a horn they heaixl, and the distant lowing of euttic. 


111 . 

Nkab to the bank of the river, o'ershiMiowed by oaks, from whose branches 
Garlands of Spanish moss and of mystic mistletoe flaunted. 

Such as the Druids cut down with golden hatchets at Vule-tidc, 

Stood, secluded and still, the house of the herdsman. A garden 
Girded it round about with a belt of luxuriant blossoms, 

E'illing the air with fragrance. The house itself was of timbers 
Hewn from the cypress-tree, and carefully fitted together. 

I.arge and low was the roof ; and on slender columns supported, 
Rose-wreathed, vine-encircled, a broad and spnciou.s veranda. 

Haunt of the humming-bird and the bee, extended around it. 

At each end of the house, amid the flowers of the garden. 

Stationed the dove-cots were, as love’s perpetual symbol, 

Seenes of endleas wooing, and endless contentions of rivals. 

Silence reignetl o'er the place. The line of shadow and sunshine 
Kan near the tops of the trees ; but the house itself was in sliadow, 

And from its chimney-top, ascending and slowly expanding 
Into tlie evening air, a thin blue column of smoke losc. 

In the rear of the house, from the garden gate, ran a jiathway 
Through the great groves of oak to the skirts of the limitless prairie. 

Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowly descending. 

Full in his track of light, like ships with shadowy canvas 
Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless calm in the tropics, 

Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of grnjic-vines. 

Just wlierc the woodlands met the flowery surf of the prairie, 

Mounted upon his lioise, with Spanish saddle mid stirrups. 
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Sat a herd.'inian, arrayed in gaiters and doublet of deerskin. 

Broad and brown was the face that from under the Spanish sombrero 
Gazed on the peaceful scene, with the lordly look of its inaster. 
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l!i>uml flbont him wore nnnil«rlo.ss herds of kiiic, that wore grazing 
Quietly in tlie meadows, and hreutliing the vapory freshness 
That upnise from the river, and spread itself over the lamlscaja:. 

Slowly lifting the horn that hung at his side, and expanding 
Fully his broad, deep chest, he blew a blast, that resounded 
AVildly and sweet and far, thiough the still damp air of the evening. 
Suddcidy out of the grass the long white horns of the cattle 
Rose like flakes of foam on the adverse currents of ocean. 

Silent a moment they gazed, then bellowing rushed o’er the prairie. 

And the whole mass became a cloud, a shade in the distance. 

Then, as the herdsman turned to the house, through the gate of the garden 
Saw he the forms of the priest and the maiden advancing to meet him. 
Suddenly down from his horse he sprang in amazement, and forward 
Hushed with extended arms and exclamations of wonder ; 

When they beheld his face, they recognised Rasil the Blacksmith. 

Hearty his welcome wa.s, as he led his guests to the garden. 

There in an arbour of roses with endless question and answer 
Gave they vent to their hearts, and renewerl their friendly cndiraces. 
Laughing and weeping by turns, or sitting silent and thoughtful. 
Thoughtful, for Gabriel came not ; and now dark doubts and misgivings 
Stole o’er the maiden's heart ; and Basil, somewhat embarrassed. 

Broke the silence and said, — “ If you came by the Atchafalaya, 

How have you nowhere encountered my Gnbriel'a l>ont on the bayous?” 
Over Evangeline's face at the words of Basil a shmle passed. 

Tears came into her eyes, and she said, with a tremulous accent, — 

“ Gone? is Gabriel gone? ” and, concealing her face on his shoulder, 

All her o’erburdened heart gave way, and she wept and lamented. 

Then the good Basil sjiid, — and his voice grew blithe as he said it, — 

“ Be of gotal cheer, my child ; it is only to-day he departed. 

Foolish boy ! he lias left me alone with my hciils and my horses. 

Moo<ly and restless grown, and tried and troubled, his spirit 
Could no longer endure the calm of this quiet es'istence. 

Thinking ever of tlu'e, uncr-rtain and sontiwfnl ever. 

Ever .silent, or speaking only of thee and his troubles. 

He at length had liccome so tedious to men and to maidens, 

Tcilious oven to me, that at length I lielhought me, and .sent him 
I'nto the town of .Vdayes to trade for mules with the .Siianiards. 

Thence he will follow the Indian trails to the Ozark Mountains, 

Hunting for furs in the forests, on rivers trapping the licaver. 

Therefore be of good cheer ; we will follow the fugitive lover ; 
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lie is not far on his waj, and tlie Fates and tlie streams are against him. 
L’p and away to-morrow, and through the red dew of the morning 
We will follow him fast, and bring him back to his prison.” 

Then glad voices were heard, and np from the hanks of the river, 

Borne aloft on his eomrades’ arms, came .Michael the fiddler, 
farng under Basil’s roof bad he lived like a god on Olympus, 

Having no other care than dis[H<nsing mu-sic to mortals. 
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Far renowned was he for hia silver locks and his fiddle. 

“ Ix)ng live Michael,” they cried, “ our bravo Acadian minstrel ! ” 

As they bore him aloft in triumphal procession ; and straightway 
Father Folieinn advanced with Evangeline, greeting the old man 
Kindly and oft, and recalling the past, while Ua.sil, enraptured. 

Hailed with hilariou.s joy his old companions and g08si[ts, 

Ijaughing lotid and long, and embracing mothers ami daughters. 

Much they marvelled to sec the wealth of the ci-devant blacksmith, 

All hi.s domains and liis herds, and his patriarchal demeanour ; 

Much they marvelled to hear his talcs of the soil and the climate, 

And of the prairies, whose numberless herds were his who would take them ; 
Each one thought in his heart, that ho, too, would go and do likewise. 

Thus fJiey ascended the sU^ps, and. cro-ssing the airy veranda. 

Entered the hall of the house, whore already the supper of Basil 
M’aited his late rctuni ; and they rested and feasted together. 

Over the joyous feast the sudden darkness descended. 

All was silent without, and, illuming the landscape with silver. 

Fair rose the dewy moon and the myriad stars, but within doors. 

Brighter than the.se, shone the faces of friends in the glimmering lamplight. 
Then from his station aloft, at the head of the table, the herdsman 
Poured forth his heart and his wine together in endless profusion, 
lighting his pipe, that was filletl with sweet Natchitoches tobacco. 

Thus he spake to his guests, who listened, and smiled as they listened : — 

“ M'cleome once more, my friends, who so long have been friendless and homeless, 
M'elcomc once more to a home, that is better jierchnnee than the old one ! 

Here no hungry winter congeals our blood like the rivers; 

Here no stony ground provokes the wrath of the farmer. 

Smoothly the plouglesharc nins through the soil as a keel through the water. 

All the year round the orange-groves are in blossom ; and grass grows 
More in a single night than a whole Canadian summer. 

Here, tew, numberless herds run wild and unclaimed in the prairies; 

Here, too, lands may Iw had for the a,sking, and forests of timber 
M’ith a few blows of tbe n.xc are hewn and framed into houses. 

After your houses are built, and your fields are yellow with harvests. 

No King George of England shall drive you away from your homesteads. 
Burning your dwellings and barns, and stealing your farms and your cattle.” 
Speaking these words, he blew a wrathful cloud from his nostrils. 

And his huge, brawny hand came thundering down on the fable. 

So that the guests nil started ; and Father Felieian, astounded, 
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SudJculy |iaiiseil, with a piiali of snuff Imlf-waj to his nostrils. 

Hut the brave Uasil resumed, and his words were milder and >fa_ver: — 

'• Onijr beware of the fever, ni_y friemis, beware of tlie fever ! 

For it is not like that of our cold Acadian climate. 

Cured by wearing a spider hung round one's neck in a niilsliell 1” 

Then there were voices heard at the door, and foot.steps approaching 
Sounded upon the stairs and the floor of the breezy venimla. 

It was the neighbouring Creolc.s and small Acadian planters. 

Who had been summoned all to the house of Uasil the Herdsman. 

Merry the meeting was of ancient comrades ami neighliours : 

Friend clasped friend in his arms; and tliey wlio la-fore were ns strangers. 
Meeting in exile, became straightway ns friends to each other, 

Drawn by the gentle bond of a common country together. 

Hut in the neighbouring hall a strain of music, prtK-eciling 
From the accordant strings of .Miehaers melodious fldillc. 

Broke up all further speech. Away, like children delighted, 

All things forgotten iKside, they gave themselves to the nmdiicning 
MTiirl of the dizzy dance, as it swept and swayed to the music. 

Dreamlike, with beaming eyes and the rii.sh of flnttcring garments. 
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Meanwhilo, apart, at t)ic head of tlic Imll, the priest and the lienismaii 
Sat, cimversinj' logetlicr of jmst and present and future ; 

AVhile Kvangellne stood like one enlrnneod, for within her 
Olden memories rose, and loud in tlic midst of the music 
Heard she the sound of the sea, and un irrepressible sadness 
Came o'er her heart, and unseen she stole forth into the parden. 
lieautiful was the night, ilehind the black wall of the forest. 

Tipping its summit with silver, arese the moon. On the river 

Tell here and there through the branehes a tremulous gleam of the moonlight. 

Like the sweet thunght.s of love un a darkened and devious spirit. 

Nearer and round about her, the manifold floweis of tlic garden 
I’ouretl out their souls in odors, that were their prayers nnd confessions 
L'nto the night, os it went its way, like n silent Carthusian. 

Fuller of fragrance than they, nnd as heavy with shadows nnd night- dews, 
lluiig the heart of the maiden. The ealni and the magical moonlight 
Seemeil to inundate her soul with indefinable longings. 

As, through the ganleii gate, lieneath the brown shade of the oak-tree.s, 
I’assed she along the j>ath to the edge of the measureless prairie. 
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Siloiit it Illy, will) a silvery liaze upon it. ami lirc-flies 
Gleaming and floating away in mingled and iiiKnite numbcns. 

Over her head the stars, the thoughts of God in the heavens, 

Shone on the eyes of man, who had ceased to marvel and woiship, 

•Save when a blazing comet was seen on the walls of that temple. 

As if a hand had npis-are<l and written upon them, “ I'pharsin.” 

And the soul of the maiden, between the stain and the tire-flies, 

W'andoi-ed alone, and she cried, — “ O Gabriel ! O my bcloveil ! 

Art thou so near unto me, and yet I cannot iK'hoId thee? 

Art thou so near unto me, and yet thy voice does not n-aeh me ? 

Ah ! how often thy feet have trod this path to the pmirie ! 

Ah! how often thine eyes have looked on the woodlands around me ! 

Ah ! how often beneath this oak, returning from labor. 

Thou hast lain down to rest, and to dream of me in thy slumliers. 

M'hen shall these, eyes behold, these arms be folded about thee ? ” 

Tsiud and sudden and near the note of a whippoorwill sounded 

Like a flute in the woods; and anon, through the neighliouring thickets. 

Farther and further away it floated and dropped into silence. 

“ Fatience ! ” whispered the oaks from oracular caverns of darkness ; 

And, fiiim the moonlit meadow, a sigh ix'sponded, “ To-mon'ow ! " 

Br ight ro.se the aim nevt day : and all the flowers of the garden 
Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and anointed his tresses 
With the delicious balm that they boro in their va.ses of crystal. 

“ Farewell ! ” said the priest, as he stood at the shadowy threshold ; 

“ See that you bring us the Prodigal Son from his fasting and famine. 

And, too, the Foolish Virgin, who slept when the bridegroom was coming.” 
” Farewell I ” an.swered the maiden, and, smiling, with Basil descended 
Down to the river's brink, where the boatmen already weie waiting. 

Thus beginning their journey with morning, and sunshine, and gladne.ss. 
Swiftly they followed the flight of him who was speeding before them. 

Blown by the bhrst of fate like a dead leaf over the desert. 

Xot that day, nor the next, nor yet the day that succeedcil, 

Found they truce of his course, in lake or forest or river, 

Xor, after many days, had they found him ; but vague and uncertain 
Bumoi-g alone were their guides through a wild and desolate country ; 

Till, at the little inn of the .Spanish town of Adayes, 

AVeary and worn, they alighted, and leanied from the gamilous landhad. 
That on the day before, with horses and guides and companions, 

Ctiibriel left the village, and tmik the rraid of the prairies. 
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h’.»ii in tlu! VVi'sl lliore lie.** a ilcsi'i t luml, wliei-c tlic mountains 
Lift, tlirougli i>cr[K:timl snows, their loftv and luminous summits. 

IKiwii fium their jagged, deep ravines, wliere the gorge, like a gateway, 
I *|H'iis a |ias.sago rude to the wheels of the einigrnnl's wagon, 

W estward the Oregon Hows and the Wallewav and the Owvhee. 
liastwarrl, with devious eonrse, among the Wind-river Mountains. 
Through the .Sweet-waler Valley precipitate leaps the Nebraska ; 

And to the south, from Fontaine-qni-hout and the Spanish sierras. 
l-'retKsl with sands and rocks, and swept liy the wind of the desert, 
NnmlK'iless torrents, with eeasel"ss sound, de.seend to the ocean, 

J.ike the great ehorils of a harp, in loud and solemn vibrations. 
Spn'oding iR’tween thcsi> streams are the wondrous, beautiful pniries 
Uillowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow and sunshine, 
liright with luxmiant elusters of roses and piiiple aniorjihas. 
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Over tlieiii »uinler the hiitfalo henia, anil the elk anil the riH'hiiek ; 
t >ver them wamier the wolvcii. anil hcnla of riilerles* hor*eH ; 

Fires that blast and bli};ht, and winds that an- weary with travel ; 
Over them wander the seattered tribes of Ishnmel's ehildren, 
.Staining the dcjs'rt with blood ; and aljove their terrible war-trails 
t'ircles and sails aloft, on |iiniims majestie, the vultinx*, 
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T<ikc tlie implacable soul of a clilcftnin slauglitei-cd in battle, 

Ify invisible stairs ascending and sealing the heavens. 

Here and there rise smokes from the camps of these savage maramicis ; 

1 lore and there rise groves from the margins of swift-running rivers ; 

And the grim, taciturn bear, the anchorite monk of the deseil, 

Climbs down their dark ravines to dig for roots by the hrisrk-sidc. 

And over all is the sky, the clear and crystalline heaven, 

I.ike the piotecting hand of (iod inverted above them. 

Into this womlerful land, at the ba.s(> of the Ozark Mmintaina, 

(iabriel far had ciitere<l, with hunters and trappers Ix'hind him. 

Hay after day, with their Indian guides, the maiden and Hnsil 
I’tdiowed his flying steps, and thought each ilay to o’ertake him. 

Sometimes they saw, or thought they saw, the smoke of his camp-fire 
Rise in the morning air from the distant plain j but at nightfall, 

AVhen they had reached the place, they fonml only emla-rs and ashes. 

And, though their hearts were sad at times and their Itotliea were weary, 

Hope still guided them on, ns the magic Fata Morgana 

Showed them her lakas of light, that retreated and vanished befoie them. 

Once, ns they sat by their evening fire, then? silently cnteivd 
Into the little camp an Indian woman, whose features 
Wore de»“p traces of soitow, and patience as great ns her sorrow. 

She was n Shawnee woman returning home to her people, 

Fivm the far-off hunting-grounds of the cruel Camanelus, 

M'hcre her Canadian ImslNind, a Coureur-des-Bois, had l>een murdeirsl. 
Touched were their hearts at her story, and wannest and friendliest welcome 
(lave they, with words of che»T, and she sat and feasted among them 
On the buffalo-meat and the venison cooked on the emlrei-s. 

But when their meal was done, and Basil and all his comj)anions, 

Worn with the long day’s march and the chase of the deer and the bison, 
■Stretched Ihcm.selves on the ground, and slejit where the quivering firo-lighi 
Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their forms wrap|>ed up in their blankets, 
Then at the door of Evangeline’s tent she sat and re|a’atcd 
■Slowly, with soft, low voice, and the charm of her Indian accent. 

All the tale of her love, with its pleasures, atid pains, atid reverses. 

-M uch Evatigcdino wept at the tale, and to know that another 
Hapless heart like her own hatl loved and had been disap|K)intcd 
Moved to the depths of her soul by pity and woinan's cumjtassioii. 

A'et iti her sorrow pleased that one who had snffcivsl was near her. 
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Slio in (iini ruintcd In-r love ami all il.s disasloi'!'. 

Mute with wonder the Shawnee sat, and when whe had ended 

Still was mute ; but at length, ns if a nivstciions honor 

Passed through her hraiti, she s|iiike, nml re|K'aled the tale ot the Mowis : 

Mowis, the bridegroom of snow, who won and wedded n maiden. 

But, when the morning riime, arose and pnsstsl from the wigwam. 

Fading and melting away and dissolring into the sunshine. 

Till she iK-held him no more, though she followed far into the forest. 

Then, in those sweet, low tones, that seemed like a weird inenntntinn, 

'I'old she the tale of the fair Lilinan, who was wimkhI by n |ihnntoni. 

That, through the pines o'er her father’s lodge, in the hush of the twilight. 
Breathed like the evening wind, and whis|KM'ed love to the nmiihm. 

Till she followed his green nml waving plume through the forest. 

And never more returned, nor was seen agoin by her people. 

Silent with wonder and strange surpiise, ICvnngeline listened 
To the soft flow of her mngieal words, till the region around her 
Seemed like enchanted ground, and her swarthy guest the enehantress. 
Slowly over the tops of the Ozark Mountains the nuKin rose, 

Lighting the little tent, and with a mysterious splendor 

T<inehing the sonihre leaves, nml emlirneing and filling the wisHlIaml. 
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\\'illi n (k‘)icioti« sound the hrouk nislu'il bv. niul the lirnnehes 
Swayed and sighetl overhead in scareely audible whis|H'rs. 

Filled with the thoughts of love was Kvaiigelinc’s heart, but a seeret. 

Subtile sense crept in of pain and indetinite terror. 

As the cold, |Hiisonous snake creeps into the nest of the swallow. 

It was no earthly fear. A breath from the r<>gion of spirit.s 
Set!nied to float in the air of night ; and she felt for a moment 
That, like the Indian maid, she, Usi. was pursuing a phantom. 

And with this thought she slept, and the fear a?id the phantom had vanished. 

Karly u|>on the morrow the march was rt'siimcd ; and the Shawnw 
Said, ns they journeyed along, — “ On the western sloju; of these munntain^ 
Dwells in his little village the Hlack Kol>e chief of the .Mission. 

Much he teaches the jasiple, and Udls them of Mary and .lesirs; 

Isold laugh their hearts with joy, and weep with pain, as they hear him." 
Then, with a sudilen and secret emotion, Evangeline answmvd, — 

“ Is>t us go to the .Mission, for there gooil tidings await ns I" 

'I’liither they turnerl their steeds ; and la.'hind a spur of the mountains, 

.lust as the .sun went down, they heard a murmur of voiws. 

And in a meadow green and broad, by the liaiik of a river. 

Saw the tents of the Christians, the tents of the .Tesuit Mis.sinn. 

I ^nder a towering oak, that stiasl in the midst of the village. 

Knelt the Hlack Kolic chief with his children. A crucili.v faslene.1 
High on the trunk of the tree, and overshadowetl by giii|Hi-vines. 

Isxikcil with its agonizeil faci* on the multitude kmading U-neath it. 

This was their rural, chapel. Aloft, through the intricate arches 
< )f its aerial roof, aiose the chant of their vespers. 

Mingling its notes with the soft, susurrus and sighs of the bi-anches. 

Silent, with heads uncoveied, the travellers, luairer aiiproaching. 

Knelt on the gwardial fliair, and joituHl in the evening devotions. 

Hut when the service was ilone, and the iMuiediction had fallen 
Forth from the hands of the priest, like si-ed from the hands of thi* sowm-. 
Slowly tlie reverend man advauctsi to the strangers, and bade them 
Welcome; and when they replitsi, he smiled with itenignant expression, 
Hearing the homelike sounds of his mother-tongue in the forest. 

And with wonls of kindness conducted them into his wigwam. 

There upon mats amt skins they rc|>oscd, and on cakes of the maixe-ear 
I'casted, and slakcrl their thirst fram the water-gourd of the teacher. 

Soon was their story told ; and the priest with solemnity answcivd : — 

*• Xnt six suns have ristm and set since Gabriel, .seatral 
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Oil ihi, mat by niy side, whero now the imiidcii ropom's. 

I old niu this same sad tale ; tlion arose and contimiod Ilia jonrtiev ! ’’ 

Soft Was the voice of the priest, and he s|iake with an accent of kimhie.-s ; 
lint on Evangeline’s heart fell his words ns in winter the anow-tlnkt<s 
Fall into some lone nest fioni which the birds have de|M»rtc<l. 

•• Far to the north ho has gone," I’ontinued the priest ; “ but in autumn, 

W hen the chase is done, will return again to the .Mission.’’ 

I hen Evangeline said, and her voice was meek and submissive, — 

Ts‘t me remain with thee, for iny soul is sad and afflicted.’’ 

So seemed it wi.se and well unto all ; and betimes on the moirow, 

Mounting his Mexican steed, with his Indian guides and companions, 

Homeward Uasil returned, and Evangeline stayed at the Mission. 

Slowly, slowly, slowly the days succcedetl each other, — 

Days and wei'ks and months; and the fields of mair.e that were springing 
(jieen from the ground when a stranger she came, now waving above her. 

Lifted their slender .shah.s, with leaves interlacing, and forming 
('loisters for mendicant crows and granaries pillagisl by squirrel.s. 

'1 hen in the golden weather the maize was huskial, and the maidens 
lilushcsl at each blootl-rtKl ear, for that laAokened a lover. 

Hut at the crookeil laughed, and ealleil it a thief in the corn-ticld. 

Even the bloo<l-ri‘d ear to Evangeline brought not her lover. 

“ Patience !’’ the priest would say; “ have faith, and thy prayer will be aiis'vereil ! 
laiok at this delicate jilant that lifts its head from the meadow, 

See how its leaves all point to the north, ns tnie a-s the magnet ; 
ft is the compass-flower, that the finger of God has sus[)ended 
I fere on its fragile stalk, to direct the traveller’s journey 
Over the sea-like, pBlhlcs.s, limitless waste of the desert. 

Such ill the soul of man is faith. 'I'he blossoms of passion. 

Gay and luxuriant flowers, arc bn'ghter and fuller of fragrance. 

Blit they beguile ns, and leail us astray, and their odor is ileadly. 

Only this humble plant can guide us here, and liercafler 

Crown us with asplimlel flowers, that arc wet with the dews of no|ientlie.’’ 

So came the aiitiinin, and passed, and the winter, — yet Gabriel came not ; 
Blosionied the opening sjiring, and the notes of the robin and bluc-binl 
Souiidetl sweet upon wold and in wooil, yet Gabriel came not. 

Hut on the breath of the summer winds a rumor was wafted 
Sweeter than song of bird, or hue or oilor of blussoiii. 

Far to the north and ciust, it said, in the Michigan forests, 


Digitized by Google 



21N 


KVANOEUXK. 


liinl Ills liMl};e liy the luniks of tlio Sii<;iimw livor. 

Anil, willi iftiiniiii}; giiiilos, that sought tlie lakes of St. lunvroiiw, 

Saying a sail farewell, Kvnngeline went from the Mission. v 

W hen over weary ways, by long ami perilous marehes, 

She had attained at length the depths of the Miehigan fon-sts, 

Kmnid she the hunter’s lodge deserter! and fallen to ruin ! 

'rhus did the long sad years glide on, and in seasons and jilnees 
IHveis and distant far was seen the ivandering maiden ; — 

Now in the tents of giaee of the meek Moravian Missions, 

Now in the noisy camps and the liattle-fields of the anny. 

Now in seiduded hamlets, in towns and jiopnious cities. 

I /ike a phantom she eanie, and [las-sed away unremembered. 

I’air was she and young, when in ho|ie began the long journey ; 

Faded was she and old, when in disap|Kiintment it ended. 

Ivich Bueceeding year stole something away from her lieauty, 

Is'aving behinil it, brooder and dee|K'r, the gloom and the shadow. 

Then theie ap|ieared and spivail faint stix-aks of gray o’er her foixdiead. 
Dawn of another life, that bi-oke o’er her earthly horison. 

As in the cuNtern sky the first faint streaks of the morning. 


V. 


I X that delightful land which is washed by the Delaware’s watei'S, 
(iuarding in sylvan shades the name of I’eiin the apostle, 

Stands on the Imiiks of its lieautiful stream the city he founded. 

'riiere all the air is bidni, and the |>ench is the emblem of beauty, 

And the streets still roecho tlie names of the trees of the foi'Cst, 

A.s if they fain would nppen.se the Dryads wdiose haunts they molested. 
'I’liere from the troubleil sea hud Evangeline landed, an e.vile. 

Finding among the children of Penn a home and a country. 

'riierc old Rem- lyblanc had diisl ; and when he departed. 

Saw at his side only one of all his hundred descendnnt.s. 

Something at lca.st there wa.s in the friendly stroi'Is of the city. 
Something that spake to her heart, and made her no longer a stranger 
And her ear was plen.sed with the Thee and Thou of the Qunkei-s, 

For it ricalled the past, the old Acadian country. 
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Wierp all im'ii wen' equal, uiul all were brothers niul sisters. 

So, when the fruitless senreli, the disappointed endeavour, 

Elulwl, to recommence no more uiK>n earth, uncomplaining, 

Thither, ns leaves to the light, were turned her thoughts and her footsteps 
As from a mountain’s top the rainy mists of the tnnming 
Roll away, and afar we behold the landscape below us, 

F F 
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Sim-illiimiiioil. with shiiiiiig rivers niul cities mul liiimlets, 

S'i fell the mists from h**r mind, nnd she saw the world far below her, 

Dark no longer, but all illumined with love; and the pathway 
\\ hieh she had climlsed so fur, lying smooth nnd fair in the distiinee. 
(inbriel was not forgotten. NN'ithin her heart was his image. 

Clothed in the beauty of love and youth, ns lust she beheld him. 

Only more beautiful made by his deathlike silence and absence. 

Into her thoughts of him time entered not, for it was not. 

< )ver him years had no power ; he was not elmnged, but transfigured ; 

He had become to her heai t ns one who is denil, and not absent ; 

I’atieiice nnd abnegation of sedf, and devotion to others, 

This was the lesson a life of trial nnd sorrow had taught her. 

So was her love dilfiised, but, like to some odorous spices. 

Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air with nromu. 

Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to follow 
.Meekly, with revenuit steps, the sacred feet of her Saviour, 
rims many years she lived ns a Sister of Mercy ; frequenting 
Ismely and wretched roofs in the crowded lanes of the city, 

M'hcre distress nnd want concealed themselves fiom the sunlight. 

Where disease nnd sorrow in garrets languished ncgleetiHl. 

Xight after night, when the world was asleep, as the watchman repeated 
ls»iid, through the gusty streets, that all was well in the city. 

I [igh at some lonely window he .“aw the light of her tapt'r. 

l>ay after day. in the gray of the dawn, ns slow ihrongli the suburbs 

I’kaidcd the (.Tcrmnn farmer, with flowers nnd fruits for the market. 

Met he that meek, pale face, returning home from its wntehings. 

Then it came to pass tli.it a pestilence fell on the city. 

I’resagerl by wondrous signs, and mostly by flocks of wild pigeons. 
Darkening the sun in their flight, >vith nought in their craws but an acorn. 
Ami, a« the tides of the sen arise in the month of Soptemix'r, 

Flooding some silver stream, till it spreads to a lake in the meadow. 

So death flooded life, nnd, o’erflowing its natural margin, 

Spivad to a brackish lake, the silver stream of cjiistcncc. 

Wealth had no power to brilic, nor beauty to ehann, the oppressor; 

But all perished alike beneath the scourge of his anger; — 

Only, alas ! the j»oor, who had neither friends nor attendants, 
tTc]>t away to die in the almshouse, home of the homeless. 

Then in the suburbs it sUkkI, in the midst of meadows and wo<idlnnds ; — 
Now the city sunounds it; but still, with its gateway and wicket 
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Mei;k, ill the iiiiilst of splendour, its humble walls seem to echo 
Softly the words of the Lord: — “ The poor ye always have wilh ymi.” 
Thither, by night and by day, came the Sister of Mercy. The dying 
Looked up into her face, and thought, indceil, to ladiold there 
(■learns of celestial light encircle her forchcail with splendor. 

Such ns the artist paints o’er the brows of saints and apostles. 

Or such as hangs by night o’er a city seen at a distance. 

Unto their eyes it seemed the lamps of the city celestial. 

Into whose shining gates ere long their spirits woiTId^(®er. 

Thus, on a Sabbath mom, through the streets, deserted and silent. 
Wending her quiet way, she entered the door of the almshouse. 

Sweet on the summer air was the o<lor of flowers in the garden ; 

And she paused on her way to gather the fairest among them. 

That the dying once more might rejoice in their fragrance and beauty. 

Then, as she mounted the stairs to the corridors, e<joled by the cast wind. 
Distant and soft on her ear fell the chimes from the belfry of Christ Church, 
While, intermingled with these, across the meadows were wafled 
•Sounds of psalms, that were sung hy the Swedes in their eliurch at Wicaco. 
Soft os descending wings fell the ealm of the hour on her spirit ; 

Sometliing within her said, — “ At length thy trials are ended 
And, with light in her looks, she entered the chambers of sickness, 

Noiselessly moved about the assiduous careful attendants. 

Moistening the feverish lip, and the aching brow, and in silence 
Cloeing the sightless eyes of the dead, and coneealing their faces. 

Where on their pallets they lay, like drifts of snow by the road-side. 

Many a languid head, upraised as Evangeline entcreil. 

Turned on its pillow of pain to gaze while she passml, for her presence 
Fell on their hearts like a ray of the sun on the walls of a prison. 

And, as she looked around, she saw how Death, the consoler, 
laiying Ins hand upon many a heart, had healed it for ever. 

Many familiar fomis had disappeared in the night-time: 

Vacant their places were, or filled already by strangers. 

Suddenly, as if arrested by fear or ii feeling of womler. 

Still she stood, with her colorless lips apart, while a shudder 

Ran through her frame, and, forgotten, the flowerets dropped from her fingers. 

And from her eyes and cheeks the light and bloom of the morning. 

Then there escaped from her lips a cry of such terrible anguish. 

That the dying heard it, and shirtcd up from their pillows. 




(Ill ilic |iiillft licfuri' lii-r wild Htri-telied tlie furm <il' an old iimii. 
Iioiig, mill thill, niid gitiy were the loeka that ahaded his temple' : 
But. os he In^' in the iiioniing light, his face fur a munieiit 
.Soomeil to assume once more the forms of its cniTier manhood ; 

.'»o arc wont to la> changed the faces of those who are dying. 

Hot and led on his lips still burned the Hiish of the feyer. 
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As if life, like the Hebrew, with blood hud besprinkled its jMjftals. 

That the Angel of Death might see the sign, and pass over. 

Motionless, senseless, dving, he lay, and his spirit exhausttHi 
Seemed to be sinking down through intiiiitc depths in the daikiiess. 

Darkness of slumber and death, fur ever sinking and sinking. 

Then through those realms of shade, in multiplied I'everberations, 

Heard he that cry of pain, and through the hush that succeeded 
\Vhisi>ered a gentle voice, in accents tender and saint-like, 

“ Gabriel ! O my belove<l ! ” and died away into silence. 

Then he beheld, in a dream, once mure the huiuc of his childhood ; 

Green Acadian meadows, with sylvan rivers among them. 

Village, and mountain, and woodlands ; and, walking under their shadow. 

As in the days of her yotith, Evangeline rase in his vision. 

Tears came into hi.s eyes ; and as slowly he lifted his eyelids, 

Vaidshed the vision away, but Evangeline knelt by his bedside. 

Vainly he strove to whisper her name, for the accents unutlered 

Died on his lips, and their motion revealed what liis tongtie would have spoken. 

\’’ainly he strove to rise ; and Evangeline, kneeling la-side him, 

Kiased his dying lips, and laid hut head on her Itosom. 

t>weet was the light of his eyes ; but it suddenly sank into darkness. 

As when n lamp is blown out by a gust of wind at a casement. 

All was ended now, the hoja?, and the fear, ami the sorrow, 

,\ll the aching of heart, the restless unsatisfied lotiging, 

All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish of patience t 
And, as she pres-sed once more the lifeless head to her bosom. 

Meekly she bowed her own, and murmured, “ Father, I thank thee ! ” 
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Stii.l stumls tlic forest primeval ; but far away fmni its shadow, 

Side by side, io their nameless graves, the lovers are sleeping. 

Under the humble walls of the little Catholic ehureh-yard, 

In the heart of the city, they lie, unknown and unnotieed. 

Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing beside them, 

Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are at rest and for ever. 
Thousands of aching brains, where theirs no longer are busy. 
Thousands of toiling hands, where theire have ceased from their labors. 
Thousands of weary feet, wheie theirs have completed their journey ! 

Still stands the forest primeval ; but under the shade of its branches 
Dwells another race, with otlier customs and language. 

Only along the shore of the mouniful and misty Atlantic 
langer a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers from exile 
Wandered back to their native land to die in its bosom. 

In the fl.sherman's cot the wheel and the loom are still busy ; 

Maidens still wear their Norman caps and their kirtles of homespun. 
And by the evening fire repeat Kvangcline’s story, 

While from its rocky caverns the dee|>-voiced, neighbouring ocean 
Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers the wail of the forest. 
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A« one who. walking in tlio twilight gliHiin, 
lIcorB round alKint him voii-cs na it dnrkona. 

And seeing not the foiina from which they come, 
Pauses from time to time, and liinis and hearkens ; 


So walking hero in twilight, O iny friends ! 

I hear your voiees, Koftenerl hy the distnnee. 

And pause, and turn to listen, as each sends 

His wonis of ii'ieiidship, eoniftirt, and assistance. 


If any thought ot mine, or sung or told. 

Has ever given delight or consolation, 
^’i' have repaid me hack a thousand fold, 
Hy every friendiv sign and salutation. 


Thanks for the sympathies that yo have shown 1 
Thanks for each kindly word, each silent token. 
That teaches me, when .seeming most alone. 

Friends are around us, though no word lx* sjHikiMi. 


Kind messages, that pass from laud to land ; 

Kinil letters, that laUrny the heart’s deep history. 
In which we feel the pressure of a hand, — 

< )ne touch of tire, — and all the rest is mystery ! 
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'J'lu- pleasant laKiks, timt xilentlv among 

Our Inmseliold treasures take familiar places, 
And arc to us as if a living tongue 

Spake from the printed leaves or pictured faces ! 


IVrhn|>8 on earth 1 never shall behold, 

\\’ith eve of sense, voiir outward form and scndilanee : 
Therefore to me yc never will grow old, 

Hut live for ever young in iny lemenihranee. 


Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away 
Your gentle voices will flow on for ever, 
^^’hen life grows him* and tarnishetl with der'ay. 
As thivnigh a hniflc-ss landscape flows a river. 


Not chance of hii'th or place has made us friends, 
Heing oftentimes of diflierent tongues and tintions, 
lint the endeavour for the sidfsnme ends. 

With the same hojios, and fears, and aspirations. 


Theittfore I ho|ie to join your seaside walk, 
•Satldctusl, and mostly silent, with emotion ; 
Not interrupting with intrusive talk 

The grand, majestic symphonies of ocean . 


Theiefoixt 1 hojie. as no unwelcome gue.st, 

At your waim firesiile, when the latn|ts arc lighted. 
To have my jilmr reserved among tin* riwt. 

Nor stand as one unsought and uninvited I 
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TIIK HUILDING OF THK SHIP. 

“ liiiiLD me slrniirlit. O worthy Mnsicr! 

Staunch and stron*', a goodly vc*>cl, 
That shall laugh at all disaster, 

And with wave and whirlwind wivsilel” 


The nierehant’s word 
Delighteil the Muster heard ; 

« r. 
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For Ills heart was in his work, ami the heart 
Oiveth grace unto every Art. 

A quiet smile played round his lips, 

As the cddic.s and dimples of the tide 
Play round the Irow.s of ships, 

That stewlily at anchor ride. 

And with a voice that was full of glee, 

He answered, “Ere long we will launch 
A ve.s8cl as goorlly, and strong, and staunch, 

As ever weathered a wintry sen ! ” 

And first with nic(>st skill and art. 

Perfect and finished in every part, 

A little motlel the Master wrought. 

Which should be to the larger plan 
What the ehild is In the man, 

Its counterpart in miniature; 

That with a hand more swift and sui-e 
The greater labor might be brought 
To answer to bis inward thought. 

And as he labored, his mind ran o’er 
The various ships that were built of yore, 

.And aljovc them all. and sti-angest of all 
Toweled the Great Harry, crank and tall, 
Mdiose picture was hanging on the wall. 

With bows and stem raised high in air. 

And balconies hanging here and there. 

And signal lanterns and flags afloat. 

.And eight round towers, like those that frown 
From some old castle, looking down 
Upon the drawbridge and the moat. 

And he said with a smile, “Our ship. I wis. 
Shall be of another fomi than this ! ’’ 

It was of another form, indeed : 

Built for freight, and yet for sjK'ed, 

A beautiful and gallant craft ; 

Broad in the beam, that the stress of the blast, 
Preasing down ujron sail and mast, 

.Might not the sharp l*ows overwhelm ; 


Digitized by Google 



THE BUILDING UK THE SHIP. 


Hruad in the beam, but alopiug aft 
With graceful curve anil sluw degices. 
That she might be docile to the helm, 
Ami that the currents of parted seas, 
Closing behind, with mighty force. 

Might aid anil not impede her course. 

In the ship-yard stood the Master, 

With the model of the vessel. 

That should laugh at all disaster. 

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle ! 

Covering many a rood of ground, 

I.4ty the timber piled around ; 

Timber of chestnut, and elm, and oak, 
And scattered here and there, with these. 
The knarred and erooketl cedar knees ; 
Hrought from ivgions far away, 

From Pascagoula’s sunny bay. 

And the banks of the roaring lloanoke ! 
Ah ! what a wotidrous thing it is 
To note how many whetds of toil 
One tliought, one word, can set in motion 
There's not a ship that sails the ocean. 
Hut every climate, ttvery soil, 

Must bring its tribute, great or small, 

And help to build the wooden wall ! 

The sun was rising o'er the sea. 

And long the level shadows lay. 

As if they, too, the beams would Iks 
Of some great, airy argo.sy. 

Framed and launched in a single day. 
That silent architect, the sun, 

Had hewn atid laid them every one, 

Kre the wtuk of man was yet begun, 
Hesidc the Master, when he spoke, 

-\ youth, against an anchor leaning. 
Listened, to catch his slightest meaning. 
(Jidy the long waves, iu« they broke 
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In rippliM on flio pebbly bench. 

Interrupted the old nuui's speech. 

Beautiful they wcie, in .sooth. 

The old man and tlic fiery youth ! 

Tlie old man, in whow busy brain 
Many a ship that sailed the main 
Was modelletl o’er and o’er again ; — - 
The fiery youth, who was to be 
T'he heir of his dexterity. 

The heir of his house, and his daughter's hand. 
When ho had built and launched from land 
M'hat the elder head had jilanned. 

“ Thus,” said he, “ will we build this ship ! 
r^ay square the blocks ujxm the slip. 

And follow well this plan of mine. 

Choose the timbers with greatest care ; 

Of all that is unsound beware ; 

For only what is sound and strong 
To this vessel shall belong. 

Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine 
Here together shall combine. 

A goodly frame, and a goodly fame. 

And the Union be her name! 

For tlic day that gives her to the sea 
Nhall give ray daughter unto thee ! ” 

The Master's word 

Enraptured the young man heard ; 

And as he turned his face aside. 

With a look of joy and a thrill of pride. 
Standing before 
Her father’s door. 

He saw the form of liis promised bride. 

The sun shone on her golden hair. 

And her check was glowing fresh and fair. 

With the breath of morn and the soil sea-air. 
T.ike a beauteous barge was she. 

Still at rest on the sandy beach, 

•Tust Iteyond the billow’s reach ; 
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Hut liu 

Was tlie ivstloxK, Hfutliiiig, hdiniiv «oft ! 

Ah, huw skilful grows the hami 
Timt obcyeth I/jvo's eomnmiiil ! 

It is the heart nmi nut the hmiii, 

TImt to the highest doth attain, 

And be who followcth Love’s behest 
Far cxei-edeth nil the rest ! 

Tlius witli the rising of the sun 
Was the noble task begun, 

And soon throughout the ship-yard’s bounds 
Were henni llie intemiingled sounds 
Of axes and of mallets, plied 
With vigorous anus on every aide ; 

Plied so deftly and so well, 

That, ere the shadows of evening fell. 

The keel of oak for a noble ship. 

Scarfed and bolted, straight and strong, 

Was lying ready, and stretched along 
The blocks, well placed upon the slip. 

Happy, thrice happy, every one 
Who sees his lalair well begun. 

And nut perplexctl and multiplied. 

By idly waiting for time anti tide ! 

Aud when the hot, long day was o'er. 

The young man at the Master’s door 
iSat with the maiden calm and still. 

And within the i>orch, a little more 
Kenioved beyond the evening chill. 

The father sat, and told them tales 
Of wTCcks in the great Septemlicr gales, 

Of jiirates upon the Spanish Main, 

Aud ships that never came back again. 

The chance and change of a sailor’s life. 
Want and plenty, rest and strife. 

His roving fancy, like the wind, 

That nothing can stay and nothing can bind, 
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Ami tlie magic clinnii of foreign lamU, 

Witli sliiulows of palms, and shining sands, 
WTiero the tumbling surf, 

O’er the coral reefs of Madagascaj-, 

Washes the feet of the swarthy Ijiscar, 

As ho lies alone and a-lecp on the turf. 

And the trembling maiden held her breath 
At the tales of that awful, jiitiless sea, 

With all its terror and mystery, 

The dim, daik sr-a, so like unto Death, 

That divides and yet unites mankind ! 

And whenever the old man paused, a gleam 
From the bowl of his pipe would awhile illuim' 
Tire silent group in the twilight gloom. 

And thoughtfid faces, as in a dream ; 

And for a moment one might mark 
What had been hidden by the dark. 

That the hcail of the maiden lay at rest, 
Tenderly, on the young man's breast ! 

Day by day the vessel giew. 

With timbers fasbioned strong and true, 
Stemson and keelson and stenjson-knee. 

Till, framed with perfect symmetry, 

A skeleton ship rose up to view ! 

And around the bows and along the side 
The heavy hammers and mallets plied. 

Till after many a week, at length, 

AVonderful for fonii and strength, 
hiublime in its enormous bulk. 

Loomed aloft the shadowy hulk ! 

Aid around it eolumns of smoke, upwreathing, 
Ibisc from tlie boiling, bubbling, seething 
Caldron, that glowed. 

And overflowed 

AVith the black tar, heated for the shcatliing. 
And amid the clanioi-s 
Of clattering hammers. 

He who listened heaid now and then 
The song of the Master and his men ; — ■ 
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“ Huilii me O wortliy Ma-tter, 

Staunch nml strong, a gixally v<'ssel, 

That shall Iniigli at all disaster. 

Ami willi wave nml whirlwind wrestle ” 

With onken brace nn<l copjau’ band, 

Taiy the rudder on the sand. 

That, like a thought, should have control 
Over the movement of the whole : 

And near it the anchor, whose- giant hand 
\\’ould reach down and grapple with the land. 
And immovable and fast 

Hold the great ship against the bellowing blast! 
And at the liows an image stood. 

By a cunning artist carved in wsxkI, 

M'ith robes of white, that far ladiind 
Seemed to ls‘ fluttering in the wind. 

It was not shaped in a clas.sic mould, 

Xot like a Nymph or Goddess of old. 

Or Naiad rising from the water, 

Blit modelleil from the Alaster's daughter! 

On many a dreary and misty night, 

'Twill be seen by the rays of the signal light, 
Sjieeding along through the rain and the dark, 
Bike a ghost in its snow-whiu- sark. 

The pilot of some phantom hark. 

Guiding the vessel, in its flight. 

By a path none other knows aright ! 

Behold, at last,* 

Each tall and la|)cring mast 
Is swung into its place ; 


* VeftAclii art* fMimrttinief). th<>iu;li ni>l usually, lauDrhttl fully rlgK^'l* I hav«* 
availed of the exf^ption. aa better anitod to my pur{x^* than the general 

mle ; but the reatler will see by th«‘ following extrart of a letter from a frircid 
in Portlamh Maine, that it i* neither a blunder nor a poetir lloenee. 

** In this State, and alsf». I am t«»l<l. in New York, ships are >u>nietiinea rigged upon 
the sUxiks. In onlcr to save tim«>, nr to make a show. There was a fine, large ship 
launche<l last summer at Ellsworth, l^dly rigged aud a^tarred. Some yean ago a ship 
waa launched here, with her rigging, spars, sails, and cargo alwurvl. Hhe sailed the 
next day, and—waa r>ever heani of again ! f hope thia will not be the fate of yonr 
po«-in !** 
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Slirouds ami afaya 
Holding it tirm and fa«t ! 

I^ng ago, 

III the dcer-lmunted fomsta of MaiiiP. 

When upon mountain and plain 
Lay the snow, 

They fell, — those lordly pines ! 

Those grand, majestic pines! 

’Mid shouts and cheers 
The jadisl steel's. 

Panting iKMicalh (he goad, 

Dragged down the weary, winding road 
Those captive kings so straight and tall, 

To he shorn of their streaming hair. 

And, naked and hare, 

I'o feel the stn'sa and the strain 
<jf the wind and the reeling main, 

Whose roar 

W'ould remind them for evermore 

Of their native foirsts they should not see again. 

And everywhere 

The slender, graceful spars 

Poise aloft in the air. 

And at the mast head. 

White, hlue, and red, 

A flag unisdls the stripes and stars. 

Ah! when the wnndeivr, lonely, friendhts-s. 

In foreign harbours shall behold 
That flag unrolleil, 

’Twill he as a friendly hand 
iStreteheil out fiom his native land. 

Filling his heart with inetnories sweet and endless ! 
All is finished ! and at length 
Has eoine the hridal day 
Of heanty and of strength. 

To-day the vessel shall be latmched ! 

With fleecy clouds the sky is blanched, 

And o’er the hay. 


Digitized by Google 



TIIK m’lLDINO OF THE SHIP. 2.T5 

Slowly, in nil his splomlure (light, 

The great sun rises to behold the sight. 

The ocemi old. 

Centuries old, 

Strong ns youth, nnd ns uncontrolled, 

Paces restless to atid fro. 

Up and down the sands of gold. 

His beating heai't is not at rest ; 

And far nnd wide. 

With cea.selesH flow. 

His l)enrd of snow 

Heaves with the honving of his breast. 

He waits impatient for his bride. 

There she atnnds. 

With her f(K>t upon the sands, 

Deekisl with flags nnd streamers gay, 

In honor of her maniage dny. 

Her snow-white signals fluttering, blending. 

Hound her like a veil descending. 

Heady to In' 

The bride of the gray, old sen. 

On the (leek another bride 
Is standing by her lover’s side. 

Shadows from the flags nnd shrouds. 

Like the shadows cast by eloods. 

Broken by many a sunny fleck, 

Fall nronnil them on the deck. 

The prayer is said. 

The service read. 

The joyous bridegroom bows his head ; 

And in tears the good old Master 
Shakes the brown hand of his son, 

Kisses his daughter's glowing cheek 
In silence, for he eannnt speak. 

And ever faster 

Down his own the tears begin to run. 

The worthy pa.stor — 

H a 
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Tlip shophcnl <if tlmt wiiikIoiiii^ fliwk. 

That lias tho ocean fur ita weld. 

That ha*! the vor“i I lor its fold. 
liCnpinj' ever fiom roek to roek — 

Spake, with aiventa mild and clear. 

Words of warning, words of cheer, 

Uiit tedious to the bridegroom’a ear. 
lie knew the ehart 
( )f the sailor's heart. 

All its pleasnn's and its griefs. 

All its shallows and iis-ky reefs. 

All those secret currents, that flow 
A\’ith such resisthsai nndc-rtow. 

And lift and drift, with terrible force. 

The will from its moorings and ita course. 
Tln-refore he spake, and thus said he: — 

“ Like unto ships far otf at sen. 

Outward or homewanl hound, nr<‘ we. 

Before, b<diiiid. and all around. 

Floats and swings the hori/.on's tsnmd. 

Seems at its distant rim to rise 

.\nd climb the crystal wall of the skies. 

And then again to tiini and sink. 

As if we could slide from its outer brink. 
Ah I it is not the sea. 

If is not the sen that sinks and shelves. 

But ourselves 
That lock and ris<> 

AVilh endh'ss and uneasy motion, 

Xow touching the very skies. 

Now sinking into the depths of ot-enn. 

Ah ! if our souls hut )Miis«> and swing 
Like the com[»ass in its hmr.i'n ring. 

Ever level and ever true 

To the toil and the task wo have to do. 

We shall sail secuivly. and safely reach 
The Fortunate Isles, on whose shining la'ach 
The sights we see. ami the sounds we hear. 
Will be those of joy and not of fear ! " 
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Thfu tlif Ma.'<(o)', 

W'itii ii fjfstiire ut" coiiiiimiiil, 

Waved Ilia liund ; 

And at the word, 

I<ond and sudden there was lieaid. 

All around them and l>eIon-, 

The sound of hanimors, blow on blow, 
Knwkiiif; away thu shon-s and spurs. 

And seel she stirs I 

She stalls. — she niove.s, — she seems to feel 
The thrill of life along her keel. 

And, spuming with her foot the ground. 
With one e.Tulting, joyous liound. 

She lenjis into the orran's amis ! 

.\nd lo! from the assembled eiowd 
'I'liere rose a shout, prolongetl and loud. 
That to the ocean seemed to say, — 

“ Take her, (.) bridegroom, old and gmy. 
Take her to thy protecting arms, 

AVith all her youth and all her eliamis ! ” 

How beautiful she is I How fair 
She lies within those arms, that pioss 
Her fomi within many a soft caress 
Of tenderness and watchful care I 
Sail forth into the sea, O ship ! 

Through wind ami wave, right onward steer 
The moistened eye, the tamibling lip. 

Are not the signs of doubt or fear. 

Sail forth into the sen of life, 

O gentle, loving, fmstiug wife. 

.Vnd safe from all adversity 
Hjion the laisom of that sea 
'J’hy comings and thy goings be ! 

For gentleness and love and trust 
Prevail o'er angry wave and gust : 

And in the wrei'k of noble lives 
tSomething immortal still survives I 



238 


BY THK SKASIDK. 


Thou, too, Ball on, O Sliip of iStalc ! 

.Sail on, O I'nion, «trong nml great ! 
Huninuity with all its fears, 

With all tho holies of future years. 

Is hanging hreathloss on thy fate ! 

We know what Master laid thy keel, 

Wliat Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel, 
\Mio made eaeh most, and sail, and rojK*, 
What anvils rang, what hammers beat. 

In whnt a forgo and what a heat 
Were shaped the anehors of thy hope ! 
t'ear not eaeh sudden sound and shook, 

"Tis of the wave and not the rook ; 

’Tis but the flopping of the sail, 

And not a rent made by the gale ! 

In spite of roek and tempest’s roar. 

In spite of false lights on the shore. 

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea ! 

Our hearts, our ho|K's, ore all with thee, 
t )ur hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our teai-s, 
< )ur faith triumphant o’er our feai-s. 

Are all with thee,— ore all with thee! 


TIIK EVKNING .ST.AK, 

di'sT above yon sandy bar. 

As the day grows fainter and rlimmer, 
lamely and lovely, a single star 

Lights the air with a dusky glimmer. 

Into the oecan faint and far 

Falls the trail of its golden s|ilentlor. 
And the gleam of that single star 
Is ever refulgent, soft, and lender. 
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Clir^’iwor risitijf out of the wa, 

Showed thus olorious ami thu» emulous, 
l<enviiig the arms of (.'idlirrhm*. 

For ever tender, soft, and tremulous. 

Thus o'er the ix*eun faint mid far 

TraihsI the gleam of his falchion brightly : 
Is it a (rod, or is it a star 

That, eiilraiict'd, I gaze on nightly ! 


THE SECRET OF THE SEA. 

Ah ! what pleasant vi.sioii.s haunt me 
As I gaze upon the sea! 

.All the old romantic legends. 

.All niy dreams, come back to me. 

Sails of silk and ropes of sendal. 
Such ns gleam in ancient lore ; 

And the singing of the sailors, 

.And the answer from the shore ! 

Most of all, the Sjmnish ballad 
Haunts me oft, and tarries long. 

Of the noble Count Arnaldos 
And the sailor’s mystic stmg. 

Take the long waves on a sea-ljeiU-Ti, 
Where the sand ns silver shines, 

AV ith a soft, monotonous cadence. 
Flow its unrhymed lyric lines ; — 
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Ti’lliiiff liiiw the Count Anialiios. 

With his hunk U{)oit his hniiil, 
San- a fair anil slatelv ftalley, 
Stwriiig onward to tin- land ; — 


Mow he heard tlie aneieiit helmsnmn 
Chant a song so wiM and clear, 
'1‘liot the sailing sea-biixl slowly 
Poised upon the mast to hear, 


Till his soul was full of longing. 

Anil he eiiisl, with iinpulst' strong, — 
" Ilelnisnian ! for the love of heaven. 
Tench me, too, that wondrous song ! ” 


“ Woiddst ihon,” — so the lielmsnian answeivd 
“ Ix'urn the secret of the sea ? 

Only those who brave its dangers 
Comprehend its mystery ! ” 


In each sail that skims the horizon. 
In each inndward-hlowing bieeze, 
1 l>ehuld that stately galley, 

1 lear those mournful melodies ; 


Till my soul is full of longing 
For the secret of the sea. 

And the heart of the great ocean 
K^nds a thrilling pulse through me. 
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TWIUGHT. 

Thr twilight is sad nml clomU", 

'I'lic wind blows wild and froo. 

And like the wings of sea-birds 
Flash the white caps of the son. 

Hat in the tishemian's cottage 
There shines a ruddier light. 

And a little faee at the window 
Peers out info the night. 

Close, close it is press<Ml to the winilow. 
As if those childish eves 
Were lisiking into the darkness. 

To see some form aris<-. 
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Ami ft woninn’ft wnviiift sIiriIow 
Is ]ws»ing to ftinl fro, 

Xow rising to tlic ceiling. 

Now bowing ami bonding low. 

What tale do tbe roaring ocean, 

And tbc nigiit-wind, bleak and wilil, 
As they beat at tlic crazy casement, 

Tell to tlmt little cbild? 

And why do the roaring ocean, 

.-Vnd tbe nigbt-wind, wild and bleak, 
-\r they boat at the heart of tbc mother, 
Drive the color from her cheek ? 


,‘<1R nUMPllREY GILBERT.* 


Soi'THWAlin with fleet of ice 
Sailed the corsair Death ; 

Wild and bust blew the blast. 

And the east-wind was his breath. 

His lordly ships of icc 
Glistened in the sun ; 

On each side, like pennons wide. 
Flashing crystal stiomnlet.s run. 


* “Whpn Uir win*! aliftt***! and tbi* wrrr n«ar ttM* Admiral vrnu 

■wen 4'oiiKtaiitly aittiiig in the Mtem. with a )**M)k in his tiaiuL On the 9th of 

Hrptemlier he was seen for the laist time, and was heanl by the j>eople of the HluH 
to say, ' We are as nt'ar heav4>n hr sea as hr Uml.' In tbe fnllowing iiiKht, the 
ilKhU of the ship snrldenly disspiwan *! The pt ople in tlio *»lher vessel kept a 
liKik'Out f«*r him during the nmiaimler of tbe royntte On t)ie 23d of Ke)«tem- 
Iter they arHvefl. tlinmKh miii'h tempest and ftenl, at Falinoulh, lint nothing more 
was seen or he.inl of thr AdntitwI.”— Bn.KNsr's Amerifoit Hoyjrvphv. I. 20.*i. 
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Ills Bails of wliite sea-mist 
Dripped with silver ruin ; 

Hut where he passotl there were eust 
Ls'ndcii sliadows o’er the nmiii. 

En.stward from Oanipobello 
Sir Humphrey Gilbert Bailed ; 

Three day.s or more st'award he bore, 
Then, alas ! the land-wind failed. 

Alu.s ! the land-wind faihsl, 

And ice-cold grew the night; 

And never more, on sea or sliore. 

Should Sir Hum)direy bcc the light. 

He sat u|)on the deck. 

The Book wa.s in his hand ; 

“D“ net fear! Heaven is a-s near,” 

He said, “ by water as by land 1 ” 

In the first watch of the night, 

^Vithout a sigimrs sound. 

Out of the Bca, niysteriou.sly, 

The fleet of Death rose all arounil. 

The moon and the evening strvr 
^^’cre hanging in the shrouds ; 

Every mast, as it passed. 

Seemed to rake the passing clouds. 

They grup[di'd with their prize. 

At midnight black and cold ! 

A.S of a rock wa.s the shock ; 

Heavily the ground-swell rolled. 

Southward through day and dark. 

They drift in close embrace. 

With mist and rain, to the Spanish Main 
Yet there .seems no cliange of place. 

Southwai-d, for ever southward. 

They drift through daik and day; 

.\ud like a dream, in the (iulf-Stream 
Sinking, vanish all away. 




Till-: L1GHT1IOU.SL:. 

Tiik iitvky litl-ff mils fur into the son. 

Ami on its uiltcr |Kiiiit, some mills awu^'. 

Till' Inglitlmiiso lifts its niussive masonry, 

A |>illm- of tire by night, of cloud by day. 

Kven at this distance 1 can si'C the tides, 
U|ilicaving, bivak nnlii-nril along its base, 

.V sjiccchless wratli, that rises and subsides 
In the white li]! and trenior of the faee. 

And ns the evening darkens, lo ! how bright, 
Throngli the deep purple of the twilight air, 
Ib-ains forth the sudden radiance of its light 
With sliaiige. unearthly splendor in its glaiv ! 
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Xot one ftlono ; fiDin oncli projecting c«)>e 
Ami perilous reef along the tx-ean’s verge, 

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape. 

Holding its lantern o’er the restless surge. 

Like the great giant Christopher it stands 
L'pon the hrink of the lcm]X'stnons wave, 

XVatling fur out among the rocks and sands. 

The night-o’ertnken mariner to save. 

And the great ships sail outward and return. 
Bending and bowing o’er the billowy swells, 

.And ever Joyful, as they sec it burn. 

They wave their silent welcomes and fan“wells. 

They come forth from the darkness, and their sails 
Gleam for a moment only in the blaze, 

And eager faces, its the light unveils, 

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gtizc. 

'J'hc mariner rememlx-rs when a child. 

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink ; 

And when, returning from advcnlnrcs wild. 

He saw it rise again o’er ocean’s brink. 

Steadfiust. serene, immovable, the same 

Year after year, through all the silent night 

Burns on for evermore that quenchless flame. 
Shines on that inextinguishable light ! 

It sees the ocean to its IsMiom clasp 

The rocks and sea-sand with the ki.<s of peace ; 

It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasj*. 

And hold it up, and shake it like a flecs’e. 

The startled waves leap over it ; the storm 
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain. 

And steadily against its solid foi-m 

Press the great shoulders of the hun icane. 
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Tile sca-Iiiitl whpt-linj; i-ouml it, wltli the din 
Of witips anil wiiuLf and solitary cries, 

Itiinihsl and tnaddened by the light within, 
Diislies himself against the glare, and dies. 

A new I’loiiietheus, chained u|)on the rock. 

Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove, 

It dues not hear the cry, nor liceil the shock, 

IJiit hails the mariner with words of love. 

“ Sail on 1 ” it says, “ sail on, ye stately ships ! 

And with your floating bridge the oiH'nn span ; 
Be mine to guard this light from all eclipsi-. 

Be yours to bring man nearer unto man ! ” 


THE FIRE OF DRIFT- WOOD. 

Wr sat within the farm-house old. 

Whose windows, looking o'er the hay. 

Gave to the sca-breczc, damp and cold. 

An ca.sy entrance, night and day. 

Kol far away wo saw the port, — 

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town. — 

The lighthouse, — the dismantled fort, — 

The wooden houses, quaint and bmwn. 

We sat and talked until the night, 
Descending, filled the little room ; 

Our faces faded from the sight. 

Our voices only broke the gloom. 

We spake of many a vanished scene. 

Of what we once had thought and said. 

Of what had been, and might have l>ecn, 

.\nd who was ehangetl, and who was dead ; 
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Ami all that fills thf hearts of friends, 

^^^len first they feel, with secret pain. 

Their lives thenceforth have separate ends. 

And never can he one again ; 

The first slight swerving of the heart, 

That words are powerless to expn?ss. 

And leave it still unsaid in part. 

Or say it in too great excess. 

'Hie very tones in which we spake 

Had something strange, I could but mark; 
The leaves of memory seemed to make 
A mournful rustling in llic dai-k. 

Oft died the words upon our lips. 

As suddetdy, from out the tire 
Built of the wreck of stranded ships, 

The flames would leap and then e.vpiiv. 

And, ns their splendor flashed and failed. 

We thought of wri'cks upon the main, — 

Of ships dismasted, that were haiUsl 
And sent no answer back again. 

The windows, rattling in their frames, — 

The ocean, roaring up the beach, — 

The gusty blast, — the bickering flames, — 

All minglisl vaguely in our sjH-wh ; 

Until they made themselves a part 

Of fancies floating through the brain, — 

The long-lost ventures of the heart. 

That send no answer back again. 

O flames that glowed ! O hearts that ycanierl ! 

They were indeed too much akin. 

The drift-wood fire without that burned, 

The thoughts that burned and glowed within. 




BY THE FIBESIUE 


RKSIGNATION. 


There is no flis'k, liowovor wntcliptl nml tcniipJ, 
But one (lead lamb is thciv ! 

Tliere is no fireside, Iiowsoc'er defi'nded, 

But has one vacant clmir ! 

Till' air is full of farewells to tlie dying. 

And mournings for the dead ; 

The heart of Ritchel, for her children erying, 
\\’ill not he comforted ! 
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Ltl us bo putioiit ! Those severe atHictiiiiis 
Not from the ground uriso. 

Hut oftentimes celestial benedielioiis 
Assume this dark disguise. 

W'e stHJ but dimly through the mists luid va|*ors. 
Amid (liese earthly damps ; 

Wlint seem to us but sad, funereal tajiers, 

May be heaven's distant lamps. 

'I'liett! is no Death ! What .seems so is transition ; 
This life of mortal breath 

Is but a suburb of the life elysiau, 

Wliosc portal we call death. 

She is not dead, — the child of our alfection, — 

Hut gone unto that school 

Where she no longer neetls our i*oor protection, 
And Christ himself doth rule. 

In that givat cloister’s stillness and seclusion, 

Hy guardian angels led. 

Safe from temptation, safe from sin’s pollution. 

She live.s, whom we call dead. 

Day after day we think what she is doing 
In those bright realms of air ; 

Year after year, her tender steps pursning, 

Jtehold her grown more fair. 

Thus do we walk with her, and keep unbroken 
The bond which nature gives. 

Thinking that our remembrance, though uns|)uken, 
May reach her where she lives. 

Not as a child shall we again Ivhold her; 

For when with raptures wild 

In our cmbracGS we again enfold her, 

She will nut be a child ; 
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jSut a fnir miiidon, in her Father's mansiuii, 
Clothed with celestial gmee; 

And beautiful with all the sours expansion 
Shall we liehold her face. 

And though at times impetuous with emotion 
And anguish long siippres.’H^'d, 

The swelling heart heaves moaning like tl>e ocean, 
'I’liat cannot l>e at rest, — 

We will lie patient, and assuage tlic feeling 
We may not wholly stay ; 

Hy silence sanctifying, not concealing. 

The grief lliat must hare way. 


THE BUILDERS. 

Ai.l arc arehiU'Cts of Fate, 

Working in these walls of Time ; 
Some with massive deeds and great. 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Clothing useless is, or low ; 

Each thing in its place is best ; 

.\nd what seems but idle show 
Streugtliens and supporU the rest. 

For the stiiieturc that we raise, 

Time is with materials tilled ; 

Our to-days and yesteixlaj's 

Are the blocks with which we build. 

Truly sha|>e and fa.shion these ; 

Leave no yawning gaps between ; 
Think not, because no man sees. 

Such things will remain unseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 

Builders wrought with gi'catest cure 
Each minute mid unseen part ; 

For tlie Gods see everywhere. 
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Ix-t US do our work os well, 

Uotli (he unseen and the seeu ; 

Make (he house, wheixj Gods nmv dwell. 
Beautiful, entire, and elean. 

Klse onr lives are incomplete. 

Standing in these walls of Time, 

Broken stairways, where the feet 
Stumble ns they seek to elinib. 

Build to-day, then, strung ami sure. 
With a Hnn and ample base ; 

And ascending and secure 

Shall to-morrow timl its plaw. 

Thus alone can we attain 

To those tun’cts, where the eye 

Sees the wiuld as one vast plain. 

And one boundless reach of sky. 


SONNKT 


I>s aiis. KEMBLE'S RCADINOs FHuM HllAKsl'ESltL 

( > I’nKCioi’S cveuings ! all too swiftly sped ! 

lA'aving us heirs to ample.st heritages 

Of all the best thoughts of the greatest sages, 

•\nd giving tongues unto the silent dead ! 

How our hearts glowed and trembled as she read, 
Inter]ireting by tones the wondrous pages 
Of the great [joet who foreruns the ages. 
Anticipating all that .shall be said ! 

O happy lieader ! having for thy te,xt 

The magic book, whose Sibylline leaves have caught 

The rarest essence of all human thought I 

O hap|iy Poet ! by no critic vext I 

TTow mnst thy listening spirit now rejoice 

To lie inteqiretcd by such a voice I 


K 
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SAXD OF THE DESERT IN AN HOUR-GLASS. 

A HAVHFIX uf red sond, from the hot clinic 
Of Arab deserts brought, 

Within this glass becomes the spy of Time, 

The minister of Thought. 

How many weary centuries has it been 
About those deserts blown ! 

How many strange vicissitudes has seen, 

How many histories known ! 

Perhaps the camels of the Ishmaclite 
Trampled and passed it o’er, 

When into Egypt from tlio patriarch's sight 
His favorite son they bore. 
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lVrlin]» tlic fo<“t ol Mopos, biinit nml bnrc, 
Cnishod it Itcm-ath tlieir trcml ; 

Or I’hnrnnii’s fliiHliin^ whwls into the air 
Scotteifil it ns tliey sped ; 

Or Mnry, with llm Christ of Xnzarotii 
lli'ld close in her caress, 

^^^losc piljrrinmge of hoj>e and love and faith 
Illumed the wilderness ; 

f)r anchorites beneath Kngaddi’s palms 
Pacing the Dead Sea bench, 

And singing slow their old Armenian psalms 
In balf-nrticulnte speech ; 

Or caravans, that from Bnssora’s gate 
• With wcstwanl steps depart ; 

Or Mws'a’s pilgrims, confident of Fate, 

And resolute in heart; 

These have passcel over it, or may have passed ! 

Now in this crystal tower 
ImprisotuHl by some curious hand nt last. 

It counts the passing hour. 

And aa I gaze, these narrow walls expand ; — 
Before my dreamy eye 
Stretches the desert with its shifting snml. 

Its unimpeded sky. 

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast. 

This little golden thread 
Dilates into n column high anil vast, 

A form of fear and dread. 

And onward, and aeiws the setting sun, 

Acroas the boundless plain. 

The column and its broader shadow run. 

Till thought punmes in vain. 

The vision vanishes ! These walls again 
Shut out the lurid sun. 

Shut out the hot, immeasurable plain ; 

The half-hour’s sand Ls run ! 
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BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 


Black sIuuIowa fall 
Fitmi the lindena Inll, 

1 lint lift nioft their mnanirc wnll 
Affninst the southern sky ; 

Ami from the realm.s 
Of the shmluwy elms 
A tiile-like Jnrkne.Hs overirhelnis 
The fields that round u.s lie. 
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Bill tlic night is fair, 

Anil evcrjrwlieri" 

A warm, soft vn|ior fills tin* air. 

Ami distant sounds seem nonr ; 

And abovo, in the light 
Of tho star-lit night, 

Swift hiitls of passago wing their flight 
Through the dewy atmosphcn’. 

I hear the beat 
Of their pinions fleet. 

As from the land of snow and sleet 
They seek a southern lea. 

I hear the ery 

Of their voices high 

Kalling dreamily through the sky. 

But their forms I cannot see. 

O, say not so ! 

Those sounds that flow 
In murmurs of delight and woe 
Come not from wings of birds. 

They ore the throngs 
Of the poet's .songs. 

.Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wrongs. 

The sound of wingeil words. 

This is the cry 

Of souls, that high 

On toiling, lieating pinions fly. 

Seeking a warmer clime. 

From their di.stant flight 
Through realms of light 
It falls into our world of night. 

With the murmuring sound of rhyme. 


Digitized by Google 




THE OPEN WINDOW. 


The old house by the lindens 
Stood silent in the shade, 

And on the gravelled pathway 
The light and shadow played. 

I saw the nursery windows 
Wide open to the air; 

But the faces of the children, 

They were no longer there. 

The large Newfoundland house-dog 
Was standing by the door ; 

lie looked for his little playmales, 
Will) would return no iiuwe. 


They walked not under the lindens, 
Tliey played not in the hall; 

But shadow, and silence, ami sadness, 
AV'crc hanging over all. 

Tlic birds sang in the branches, 

AVith sweet, familiar tone; 

But the voices of the children 
AA’ill be heard in dreams alone ! 

And the hoy that walked beside me, 
lie could not understand 

AAdiy closer in mine, al; ! closer, 

I pri’ssed his w arm, soft hand ! 
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PEGASUS IX POUXi). 

Once into n quiet village 

Witlioul liiisic mid without heed, 
In the gulden |irime of morning, 
Stmyctl the Jioet’s winged steed. 
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It W08 Autumn, and iucc.ssaiit 

Pi|ied the quails fruni shucks and slicnvcs ; 
-Viid, like living cotils, the apples 
Burned niiiung the withering leaves. 


Luud the clauinrous hell was ringing 
P'rom its belfry gaunt and grim ; 
'Twos the daily call to labor. 

Not a triumph meant for him. 


Not the less he saw the landscape, 
In its gleaming vn]Kvr veiled; 
Not the less he breathed the odom 
Tliat the dying leaves e.xlmled. 


Thus, upon the village common, 

By the school-boys he was found ; 
.Vnd the wise men, in their wisdom, 
Put him straightway into pound. 


Then the .sombixj village crier. 

Kinging loud his brazen bell, 
Wandered down the street proclaiming 
There was an estray to sell. 


And the curious country people. 

Rich and poor, and young and old. 
fame in haste to sec this wondrous 
Wingisl steed, with mane of gold. 


'J'hus the day pusserl, and the evening 
Fell, with vapors cold and dim ; 

But it bnnight no food nor shelter, 
Brought no straw nor stall, fur him. 
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I’iihi-iitlv, mill still I'xpi'rlmil, 

Ismkcd lie thrmigli tlio woiiilrii lims, 
Saw llio iiiooii rise oVr llie luml8ca|«‘, 
Saw the tranquil, jmtiunt stars ; 


Till at length the bell at midnight 
Sounded from its dark oboile, 

And, from out a neighbouring farm-vard, 
1/ind the cock Alectrvon crowed. 


'rhen, with nostrils wide distended, 
llrenkiiig from his iron chain, 
And mifolding far his pinions, 

To those stars he soartsl again. 


On the morrow, when the village 
\\'oke to all Its toil and i-an*, 

Isi! the strange steisl had departed. 
And they knew not when nor where. 


lint they found, upon the greensward 
Where his stniggling hoofs had tiod. 
Pure and bright, a fomitaiii flowing 
From the hoof-marks in the sial. 


From that hour, the fount unfailing 
Gladdens tbe whole region round. 
Strengthening all who drink its waters. 
While it soothes them with its sound. 
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CASPAR RKCKRRA. 


liv Ilia i-voning fii-c tlic artiat 
J’omlcTc<l o'er his secret shame ; 
UiifHed, weary, and dislieartcned, 

Still he mused, and dreamed of fume. 


Twas an image of the Virgin 

That had tasked his utmost skill : 
Itiit alas! his fair ideal 

Vanished and escaped him still. 
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Ki'om n (lisUint Enstoni islanil 

IIa«l the precious woml Itceii iirnii^hl ; 
Dny niul nij;ht the anxious master 
At his toil untiring wrought ; 


Till, tliscouragtsl and despoiuliiig,. 

Sat he now in shodows dei’p, 
And the day's huniiliatiou 
Found oblivion in sleep. 


Then a voice cried, “ Rise, O master ! 

From the burning brand of oak 
ShajHJ the thought that stirs within thee I " 
And the startled arti.st woke. — 

Woke, and from the smoking embers 
Seized and quenched the glowing wood ; 
.Vnd therefrom he carverl an image, 

And he saw that it was good. 

U thou sculptor, painter, poet! 

Take this lesson to thy hcnit: 

That is bt’st which licth nearest ; 

Shape from that thy work of art. 
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WiTLAF, a kinji of the Saxons, 

Krc vet his lust he hrealheil. 

To the iiierrv monks of Cro^lanil 
His (h'inkino-hoiii hoijnealiieil. — 
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KING WITLAK’S l»RIXKlN(i-I10KN. 


Tliut, whoneviT they sal at their ivvel.-., 
And drank from the golden howl. 
They might remember the tionor, 

And hivHtlie a prayer for his soul. 



So sat they onee at ('hristmas. 

And hmie the goblet ]mss ; 

In their IkouiIs the red wine glistiiieil 
Like dew-dnips in the grn.~s. 
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They iliaiik tu tlie houI uf Witluf. 

They drank U> Christ the Ijoitl, 

Ami to eivcii of the Twelve Apostles, 
Wlio had preachisl his lioly word. 

They drank to the 8aint.s and Martyrs 
Of tlie distiial data of yore, 

.Vnd ns soon as the lioni wa.s cni|ity 
They rcineinbcred one 8aint more. 

And the render droned from the pulpit. 
Like the mnrmur of many Ikh-s, 

The legend of good Saint Guthine, 

And Saint ISnsil's homilies ; 

Till the gi'cnt bells of the convent, 

From their prison in the tower, 
(iiithlue and liartholoniams, 

I’roclninieil the mi<hiight hour. 

And the Yule-log cracketl in the ehinim 
-Vnd the .Vldsit Iwwed hi.s head, 

.\nd the flamelets flapjieil and Hiekered, 
lint the Abbot was stark and dead. 

Yet still in his pallid fingers 
lie elutched the golden bowl. 

In which, like a pearl dissolving. 

Had sunk and dissolved his soul. 

Tlut not for this their revels 
The jovial monks forbore, 

^’or they crieil, “ Fill high the goblet ! 
W'c must drink to one Saint more I " 




TIXiNKHS DKAI’A. 


I iiR.int) a voice, that criiHl, 
“ ISahler the lienutiful 
Is ilcml, is clenti ! ” 

Ami throiiph the niistv nir 
Passed like the mournful erv 
Uf sunward sailing cranes. 

I saw the pallid corpse 
Uf the ilend sun 


Digitized by Google 


IlY TIIK F1KKSIHK, 


Honu' tliriMiirli tilt! XorlliiTii >I»v, 
IHjistH fnmi NiH'fliK'iiii 
liil'leil tilt* hliwtinl iiiintH 
Aniiinil liiiii ii* lio piwsoil. 

Ami till* voiei* for uvor ciii'il, 
IfaliiiT till! Ili'aiitifiil 
li iK'ail, is ilcail ! ” 

Anil ilictl away 
Tliroii"li fill* ilroarv niglit, 

III iiwonts of ilospair. 

Halili-r till* licautifiil, 

(iial of tlic aiininior siiii, 

I’nirost of ijl till* Gulls I 
l.iolit from Ills fnrolicail la'amoil, 
Kiini'.s «i*re u|k>ii liis tontriio, 

As on till* warrior's swonl. 

All tilings in earth ami air 
llonnil were hy niagie spell 
Never to ilo him hm-m ; 

Kveii the plants anil stones ; 

All save the mistletoe. 

The saensl mistletoe I 

Hosier, the hlinil ohl God. 

Whose feet are shod with silcnei*, 
J’iereed thrimi;h that jrentle breast 
With his sharp sjienr. hy fraud 
Made of the mistletoe, 

The aeourseil mistletoe ! 

They laid him iti his ship, 

With horsi* and haniess. 

As on a fimernl pyre. 

Odin plaecd 

A rinjr nisin his finoor, 

Ami whisjK'reil in his ear. 
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I liov lauiicliod file burning ship ! 

It flonteij fur UH'uv 

Over the misty sea, 

lill like the sun it seenieil, 

•Sinking beneath the waves. 

Balder leturned no more! 

So |ierish the old (rods! 

But out of the sea of Time 
Rises a new land of son". 

O' 

Fairer than the old. 

(Jver its meadows green 
AValk the young bmxls and sing. 

Build it again, 

O ye bards. 

Fairer than before I 
\e fathers of the new race, 

Feed ii|>on morning dew. 

Sing the new Song of Love! 

The law of force is dead ! 

'I'he law of love pievails ! 

Thor, the tliunderer, 

•Shall rule the earth no more. 

No more, with tlmeats, 

Challenge the meek Christ. 

•Sing no more, 

O ye bards of the North, 

Of Vikings and of Jarls! 

Of the days of Eld 
Preserve the freedom only, 

Not the deeds of blood ! 


M M 
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THE SINUEKS. 

(■oi> sent liis Singers npun enrili. 

With songs of sailnes.s and of niirtli. 

That they might toueh the hearts of men, 
Ami bring them baek to lienven again. 

'I'he timl, a youtli, with soul r>f fire, 

Held in his hand a golden lyiv ; 

'riiroiigh gloves he wandered, and by slreanis. 
Playing ihe music of our dreams. 

The second, with a liearded face, 

Sio<sl singing in the market-place, 

.Vml stirred with aeeent.s deep and loud 
The hearts of all the listening crowd. 

X gray, old man, the third and last. 

Sang in enthtslrals dim and vast, 

M'hile the majestic organ rolleil 
Contrition from its mouths of gold. 

.\nd those who heard the Singers thiw 
Disputed which the best might be ; 

For still their music seemed to start 
Discordant echoes in each heart. 

Duf the great Master said, “ I sec 
No lx!st in kind, but in degree : 

I gave a various gift to each, 

To charm, to strengthen, and to teach. 

“ These arc the three gieat ehoixls of might, 
.Vnd he who.«c ear is tunerl aright 
Will hear no iliscord in the three, 

Itiit the most [icrfect harmony.’’ 




SL'SPIRIA. 

Takk them, O Death I ami hear away 
^^’1latcrel' thou eanst call thine own I 
Thine image, stamped upon this clay. 
Doth give thee that, hut that alone ! 

Take them, O Grave ! and let them lie 
Fohled upon thy nniTow shelves 
As garments hy the soul laid by. 

And precious only to oui-selvcs ! 

Take them, O great Eternity ! 

Our little life is but a gust. 

That bends the branches of thy tree. 
And trails its blossoms in the dust. 
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P«ifl Mr BROTRRR'i* ORDINATIOK. 

Christ to the young man saiil ; “ Yet one thing more ; 

If thou wouhist jicrfect lie, 

Sell all thou hast and give it to the poor, 

And come and follow me ! ” 

Y\'ithin this temple Christ again, unseen, 

Those sacix'd words hath said. 

And his invisible hands to-day have lieen 
Laid on a joiing man's head. 

And evcrmoi'o lieside him on his way 
The unseen Christ shall move. 

That ho may lean upon his anu and say, 

“ Dost thou, dear Ixird, ap|)rove ? " 

Beside him at the niarriage feast shall lar. 

To make the scene more fair ; 

Beside him in the dark Gethsemanc 
Of pain and midnight prayer. 

O holy trust ! O endless sense of rest ; 

Like the ladoved .John 
To lay his head upon the .Saviour’s hrenst. 

And thus to joun.ey on ! 
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THE VILLAGE BLACKSMITH. 

l'Nl>F,n a spreading fhe.stnut tree 
The village .“inithy stands ; 

'I'lie smith, a mighty man is he, 

With largo and sinewy liand.s; 

And the muscles of his brawny arms 
Are strong as iron band.s. 

His hair is crisp, and black, and long. 

Ills face is like the tan ; 

Ilis brow is wet with hone.st sweat, 

He earns whate’er lie can. 

And l(S)ks the whole world in the face. 

For he owes not any man. 

Week in, week out, from morn till night. 
You can hear his Ixdlows blow; 

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge. 
With mcaanred licat and slow, 

Tiike a sexton ringing the village liell, 
When the evening sun is low. 

And children coming honu' from .school 
f>M)k in at the oj>cn door; 

’I’hey love to scaj the flaming forge, 

And hear the ladlows roar. 

And catch the burning sparks that fly 
Like chaff from a threshing floor. 

He goes on Sunday to the chnreh, 

And sits among his boys; 

He hears the parson pray and preach, 

He hears his daughter's voice. 

Singing in the village choir. 

And it makes his heart rejoice. 

It sounds to him like her mother's voice, 
Singing in Paradise I 


TliK UAINY DAY. 
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He iicedH imist tliiiik of her once more, 
How ill the grave she lies ; 

And with his huivl, rough hnnd he wipes 
A tear out of his ejes. 

Toiling, — rejoicing, — sorrowing, 

( tiiwanl through life he giH-s ; 

Knell morning sees some task liegin, 

Kaeh evening sees it close : 

Siinething attempted, something done. 

Has earned a night’s repose. 

'riinnks, thank.s to thee, my worthy friend. 
For the lesson tliou hast taught ! 

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes must be wrought; 

Thus on it.s sounding anvil sha|a<d 
Knell burning deed and thought ! 


THE RAIXV HAY. 

Tiir day is eold, and dark, and dreary ; 

It rains, and the wind is never weary ; 

The vine still clings to the mouldering wall. 
Hut at every gust the dead leave.s fall. 

And the day is dark and dreary. 

■My life is coM, and dark, and dreary ; 

It rains, and the wind is never weary ; 

My thoughts still cling to the mouldering 1‘a.st, 
Hut the ho|ies of youth fall thick in the blast. 
And the days are dark and dreary. 

Ho still, sad heart ! and cease repining ; 

Hehind the clouds i.s the sun still shining ; 

Thy fate is the common fate of all, 

Into each life some rain must full. 

Some days must lie dark and dreary. 
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KXDYMIOX. 

Tiik rising moon lins hid the stuiM ; 

lltT Icvol rnys, like golden hiiis, 

Lie on the lnnd.sca]>e g^reen, 
With sliadowR brown between. 

And silver white the river glooms, 

As if Dinno in her drenms, 
lind dropt her silver how 
Upon the mendowH low. 

On such 0 tranquil night a-s- this. 

She woke Eiidymion with a kiss. 
When, slcjqiiiig in the grove. 
Me diemiioil not of her love. 


I 

Digitized by Google 


KXDYMION. 


275 


Like Diaii'.s kiss, uiiaskcil, unsought, 
Love gives itself, but is not bought ; 
Nor voice, nor sound betnijs 
Its deep, innwssioned gaze. 


It eonica, — the beautiful, the free. 
The crown of all humanity, — 

In silence and alone 
To seek the elected oue. 


It lifts the boughs, whose shadows dwp 
Ar- Life’s oblivion, the soul's sleep, 
And kisses the closed eyes 
Of him, who slumbering lies. 


O weary hearts ! O slumbering eyes ! 
O drooping souls, whose destinies 

Are fraught with fear and pain, 
Ye shall be loved again ! 

No one is so accui-sed by fate. 

No one so utterly desolate, 

But some heart, though unknown. 
Responds unto his own. 


Responds, — ns if with unseen wings, 

An angel touched its quivering strings ; 
And whispers, in its song, 

“ Where hast thou stayed so long ! 
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IT le NOT ALWAYS MAY. 


XU HAV I'AJAKiui CN Ui4 MlKift AKTA ^. — Pfortrb 


The suu is bright, — tlie air is clear. 

The darting swallows soar and sing. 

And from tlie stately elms I hear 
The blue-bird proiihesying Spring. 

So blue yon winding river hows, 

It seems an outlet from the sky, 

Mlierc, waiting till the west wind blows, 
The freighted clouds at anchor lie. 

.\ll things M'e new ; — the buds, the leaves. 
That gild the elni-tree’s nodding crest, 

And even the nest beneath the eaves ; — 
There arc no birds in last year's nest ! 

All things lejoice in youth and love. 

The fulness of their tirst delight ! 

And learn from the soft heavens above 
The melting tenderness of tiiglit. 

Maiden, tliat rcad'st this simple rhyme. 
Enjoy thy youth, it will not stay ; 

Enjoy the fragrance of thy prime, 

For O ! it is not always May ! 

Enjoy the Spring of Love and Youth, 

To some good angel leave the rest ; 

For Time will teach thee soon the troth, 
There arc no birds in last year's nest ! 



(JODS-ACRE. 

I LIKE that ancient Saxon phrase, which calls 
The burial-ground God's-Acre ! It is just ; 

It consecrates each glare within its walls. 

And brealhes a benison o’er the sleeping dust. 

God's-Aci’c ! Yes, that blessed name imports 
Comfort to those, who in the grave have sown 

Tlic seed, that they had garnered in tlieir hearts. 
Their bread of life, alas ! no more their own. 

Into its furrows shall we all be cast. 

In the sure faith, that we shall rise again 

At the great harvest, when the archangers blast 
Shall winnow, like a fan, the chaff and grain. 
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Tlicn (iliall the gootl stand in immortal hloom, 

In the fair j;nnlens of that Bocond birth ; 

And each brif'ht blossom mingle its perfume 

With that of flowers which never bloomed on earth. 

With thy rude ploughshare. Death, turn up the sod, 
And spread the furrow for the seed we sow ; 

This is the field and Acre of our God, 

Thi.s is the |)lacc where human harvests grow ! 


THE GOBLET OF LIFE. 

Fn,i.KH is Life’s goblet to the hrim ; 

And though my eyc.s with tears arc dim, 
I see its sparkling bubbles swim. 

And chaunt a melancholy hymn 
With solemn voice and slow. 

Xo purple flowers, — no garlands green. 
Conceal the goblet’s shade or sheen. 

Nor maddening draughts of Ilippocrene, 
Like gleams of sunshine, flash between 
Thick leaves of mi.stletoe. 

This goblet, wrought with curious art, 

Is filled with waters, that upstart, 

Wlicn the deep fountains of the heart. 
By strong convulsions rent ajiart, 

Are running all to waste. 

And ns it mantling passes rounii. 

With fennel is it wToathed and erowncil, 
Wiosc secil and foliage sun-imbrownetl 
Arc in its waters steeped and ilrowned. 
And give a bitter taste. 
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Above the lowly plants it towers, 

The fennel, with its yellow flowers, 

Ami in nn earlier age than ours 
^A'bs gifted with the wondrous powers. 
Lost vision to restore. 

It gave new strength and fearless mood ; 
And gladiators, fieree and rude. 

Mingled it in their daily foml ; 

And he who battled and subdued, 

A wreath of fennel wore. 

Then in Life's goblet freely press 
The leaves that give it bitterness. 

Nor prize the coloured waters less. 

For in thy darkness and tlistrcss 

New light and strength they give ! 

And ho who has not learned to know 
How false its sparkling bubbles show. 

How bitter are the drops of woe. 

With whieh its brim may overflow. 

He has not learned to live. 

The prayer of .Ajax was for light ; 

Through all that dark and desjierate fight. 
The blackness of that noonday night. 

He asked but the return of sight, 

To see his focman’s face. 

Let our unceasing, earnest prayer 
Be, too, for light, — for strength to bear 
Our portion of the weight of care. 

That crushes into dumb despair 
One half the human race. 

O suffering, sad humanity ! 

O yo afflicted ones, who lie 
Steeped to the lijts im misery, 

Ixtnging, and yet afraid to die. 

Patient, though sorely trie<l ! 
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I pledge you lit tlilx cup of gi-ief. 
Where floatn the fenners bitter loaf! 
The Battle of our Life is brief, 

The alanii, — the struggle, — the relief, — 
Then slei'p we side by side. 


BLIND B.Vim.MEr.S. 

Bund Bartimcim at the gates 
Of Jericho in darkness waits ; 

He hears the crowd ; — ho hears a breath 
Say, “ It is Christ of Nazareth ; " 

And calls, in tones of agony, 

TijooC, tXc'ijtroV fki ! 

'IJic thronging nniltiludes iiiercase ; 

Blitid Bartiniens. hold thy peace ! 

But still, above the noisy crowd. 

The beggar’s cry is shrill atid loud ; 

Ctilil they imy, “ He calleth thee ! ’’ 

Onpirit, rynpfitf <f>uye7 tn ! 

Then saith the Christ, a.s silent stands 
The crowd, “What wilt thou at my hands?” 
And he replies, “ O give me light ! 

Rabbi, restore the blind man's sight ! ” 

And .lesiis answers, ' Yirnye • 

Tl Jr/<TT 1 C fov ITcVwit <T£ / 

Ye that hard eyes, yet cannot sec. 

In darkness and in misery. 

Recall those mighty Voices Tlirec, 

'It)7ov, tXeijffde fti ! 

Oaptrtit tyetpatf vz'ays I 
II iritTTic coo (TffTwve ffi / 
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TO THE lUVER CHARLES. 


RirEit ! that in silence windost 

Through the meadows, bright niid fi-eo, 
Till nt length thy rest thou Kndcst 
In the bosom of the sen ! 

Four long years of mingled feeling, 

Half in rest, and half in strife, 

I have seen thy waters stealing 
Onward, like the stream of lifi?. 

Thou ha.st taught me, Silent River ! 

Many a lesson, deep and long: 

Thou ha.st been a generous giver ; 

I can give thee but a soug. 
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Oft in sailiiOKS nnci in illm.'ss<, 

I have watched thy eurrent glide, 
Till the lieauty of its stillness 
Ovcrfloweil me, like a tide. 

And in better hours and brighter. 
When I saw thy wateiw gleam, 

1 have felt my heart beat lighUrr, 
And len]i onward with thy stream. 

Nut for this alone 1 love thee, 

Nor because thy waves of blue 
From celestial seas above thee 
Take their own celestial hue. 


AMiere yon shadowy woodlands hide thee. 
And thy waters disappear, 

Friends I love have dwelt beside tlav. 
And liave made thy margin dear. 

■More than this ; — thy name reminds me 
Of three friends, all true and tried ; 
And that name, like magic, binds me 
Closer, closer to thy side. 

F'riends my soul with joy remembers ! 

How like iiuivering flames they start. 
When I fan the living ejnbcrs 

On the hearth-stone of my heart ! 

’Tis for this, thou Silent lliver ! 

That my spirit leans to thee : 

Thou host Ik-cii a generous giver. 

Take this idle song from mo. 




Tuk sbadcH of night were falling fa^l, 

As through an Alpine village passed 
A youth, who lK>re, ’mid snow and ice, 

A banner witli the strange device, 

Excelsior ! 

His brow was sad ; his eye beneath, 
Flashed like n faulchion from its sheath. 
And like a silver clarion rung 
The accents of that unknown tongue. 
Excelsior ! 

In happy homes he saw the light 
Of household fires gleam warm and bright ; 
Above, the spectral glaciers shone. 

And from his lips cseapetl a groan. 
Excelsior ! 

o o 
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‘‘ Try not the Post ! ’’ the old man said ; 

“ Dark lowers the tcra|iest overhead, 

The roaring torri'iit is deep and wide 1 
And loud tliat clarion voice replied. 
Excelsior ! 

“ O stay,” the maiden said, “ and rest 
Thy weary head upon this breast I ” 

A tear stood in his bright blue eye, 
lint still he answered, with a sigh, 
Excelsior ! 

“• Beware the pine-tree's witheretl branch I 
Beware the awful nvalanehe ! '' 

This was the peasant’s last tioo<l-night, 

A voice replied, far up the height. 
Excelsior ! 

At bleak of day, as heavenward 
The pious monks of Saint Bernard 
Pttered the oft-rejH>nted prayer, 

A voice cried through the startled air. 
Excelsior ! 

A traveller, by the faithful hound. 
Half-buried in the snow was found. 

Still graaping in his hand of ice 
That banner with the strange device 
Excelsior ! 

'I'hcre in the twilight cold and gray. 
Lifeless, but beautiful, he lay. 

And from the sky, sewme ajid far, 

A voice fell, like a falling star. 

Excelsior ! 
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Maidkn! with 
111 whoi-e iirlw 

Like the iluxk 


(he meek, hrowii e^es, 
n xliiuhiw liex, 
ill evening xkies ! 
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Thou whose locks outshine the sun. 
Golden trc.ssc». wtvathcd in one, 

A.S the braided streamlets run ! 


.Standing, with reluctant feet, 
Where the brook and river meet, 
M'omanhood and ehildhocHl fleet ! 


(iozing, with a timid glance, 

On the brooklet’s swift advance. 
On the river’s broad expanse ! 


Deep and still, that gliding stream 
lieautiful to thee must seem, 

As the river of a dream. 


Then why pause with indecLsion, 
When bright angels in thy vision 
Beckon thee to fields Elysian ? 


Secst thou shadows sailing by. 
As the dove, with startled eye. 
Secs the falcon's shadow fly ? 


Jloarcst thou voices on the shore. 
That our eatw perceive no more, 
Deafcnerl by the cataract’s roar? 


O, thou child of many prayers ! 

lafe hath quicksands. — Life hath snares 

( ’arc and age come unawares I 


Like the swell of some sweet tone, 
.Morning ri«‘s into noon. 

May glides onward into .June. 



MAIDENHOOD. 


CliiKlhuod is tlie buiigli, where slumbereil 
Hiiils ami blossoms maiiy-numbcrcd ; — 
Age, that l)oiigh with snows eneumlicred. 


Gather, then, each flower that grows, 
When the young heart overflows, 

To enilNilm that tent of snows. 


Hear a lily in thy hand ; 

Gates of brass cannot withstand 
One touch of that magic wand. 


Hear through sorrow, wrong, and ruth, 
111 thy heart the dew of youth, 

On thy lips the smile of tnitli. 


O, that dew, like balm, shall steal 
Into wounds, that cannot heal, 
Kven as sleep our eyes doth seal ; 

And that smile, like sunshine, dart 
Into iiiaiiy a sunless lienH, 

For a smile of God thou art. 



TIIK BELFRY OF BRUGES. 


C.MULLOX. 

In tlic ancient town of Bruges, 

In the (jnaint old Flemish city, 

.\s the evening shades deseendtsl 
Isiw and loud and sweetly hlendcd, 
T.OW at times and loud at times. 

And changing like a jioot’s rhymes, 
Bang the heauliful wild chimes 
From the Belfry in the market 
Of the ancient town of Bruges. 

'I'hcn, with deep sunorou.s clangor 
Calmly answering their sweet anger, 
When the wrangling bells had ended, 
Slowly struck the clock eleven. 

Ami, from out the silent heaven. 
Silence on the town des<*endc<I. 
Silence, silence everywhere, 

()n the earth and in the air. 

Save that footsteps here and there 
Of some burgher home returning, 

Jly the street lamps faintly burning. 
For a moment woke the echoes 
Of the ancient town of Bniges. 

But amid my broken slumbers 
Still I heard tliosi’ magic numbers, 

,\s they loud proclaimed the flight 
And stolen marches of the night ; 

Till their chimes in sweet collision 
Mitigleil with each wandering vision. 
Mingled with the fortune-telling 
Giiwy-bands of dreams atid fancies, 
M'hich amid the wa.ste expanses 
Of the silent land of tratices 
Have their solitary dwelling. 



CARILLON. 


All cKsc seemed nsli-ep in Bnij'i's. 

In the qnnint old Flemish city. 

And I thnuftht how like these cliimos 
Are the poet’s airy rhj-mes. 

All his rhymes and roundelays, 

Ills conceits, and songs, and dittic.s, 

F'rom the belfry of liLs brain, 

Scattered downward, though in vain. 

On the roofs and stones of cities! 

For by night the drow.sy ear 
Under its curtains cannot hear. 

And by day men go their ways. 

Hearing the music ns they pass. 

Hut deeming it no more, alas ! 

Than the hollow sound of brass. 

Vet ]>crchancc a sh>eple.ss wight. 

Lodging at some humble inn 
In the narrow lanes of life, 

A^^len the dusk and hush of night 
Shut out the iuces.sant din 
Of daylight and its toil and strife. 

May listen with a calm delight 
To the poet’s melodies. 

Till he hears, or dreams he hears. 
Intermingled with the .song. 

Thoughts that he has cherished long ; 
Hears amid the chime and singing 
The bells of his own village ringing. 

And wakes, and finds his slumlxjrous eyes 
Wet with most delicious tears. 

Thus dreamed I, as by night I lay 
In llrugcs, at the Fleur-de-Ble, 

Listening with a wild delight 
To the chimes that, through the night 
Rang their changes frrmi the Belfry 
Of that quaint old Flemish city. 




THE liRLFRV OF HIU'GES. 

In tlio mnrkot-ploco of Brupcs atmuU tlie liclfry old ami brown ; 
Thrice consumcil and thrice rcbiiilded, still it watches o’er the town. 
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As the summer mom was breaking, on that lofty tower I stood, 

And the world threw off the darkness, like the weeds of widowhood. 

Thick with towns and hamlets studded, and with streams and vapors gray, 
Tiikc a shield embossed with silver, round and vast the landscape lay. 

At my feet the city slumbered. From its chimneys, hero and there. 

Wreaths of snow-white ^moke, ascending, vanished, ghost-like, into air. 

Not a sound rose from the city at that early morning hour, 

Hut I heard a heart of iron heating in the ancient tower. 

From their nests beneath the rafters sang the swallows wild and high; 

And the world, liencath mo sleeping, seemed more distant than the sky. 

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back the olden time.s, 

With their strange, unearthly changes, rang the melancholy chimes, 

Like the psalms fiora some old cloister, when the nuns sing in the choir ; 
And the great bell tolknl among them, like the chanting of a fHar. 

^'isions of the day departed, shadowy phantoms filled my brain; 

They who live in history only seemed to walk the earth again ; 

All the Foresters of Flanders,' — mighty Baldwin Bras de Fer, 

Lyderick du Bucq and Civs.sy, Philip, Guy do DampieiTC. 

I beheld the pageants splendid, that ndomod those days of old ; 

Stately dames, like queens attended,® knights who bore the Fleece of Gold ; ® 

Lombard and Venetian merchants with deep-laden argosies ; 

Ministers from twenty nations ; more than royal pomp and ease. 

I licheld proud Maximilian, kneeling humbly on the ground ; 

I beheld the gentle Mniy,’ hunting with her hawk and hound ; 

And her lighted bridal-chamber, where a duke slept with the queen. 

And the armed guard around them, and the sword unsheathed between. 

I beheld the Flemish weavers, with Namur and Julicra bold. 

Marching homeward from the bloody battle of the Spurs of Gold;' 

Saw the fight at Minnewater,* saw the Wiite Hoods moving west. 

Saw great Artevchle victorious scale the Golden Dragon’s nest.' 

And again the whiskered Spaniard all the land with terror smote ; 

And again the wild alarum soundeil from the tocsin’s throat ; 

1* p 
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Till the bell of Qlient responded o'er lagoon and dike of sand, 

“ I am lioland ! I am Kolaud ! tliei'O is victory in the land ! ” ’ 

Then the sound of drtim.s aroused me. The awakened city’s roar 
Chased the phantoms 1 had summoned back into their graves once more. 

Hours had passed away like minutes ; and, before I was aware, 

Lo ! the shadow of the belfry cros.«e<l the sun-illumined square. 


NOTES. 


(1-) AU th« FortJ^Urs FhHtffrt* 

Tl»e title of Forenters >rw j^ivon lo the early poTonmni of FUuJera, appointed by the kinj:* of 
Franco. Lyderick du Burq, hi the da.va of Clotaire the Second, waa the t)r»t of them ; and 
lloautluin Das-ilc-Fcr, whu ntole away the fair Jndith, daut^bter of (,’harlea the Bald, from 
thn French court, and married her in Bnqtca, waa the laat. After him the title of Fontater 
waa chan^n-d to tliat of Count. Fliilipja' iTAIaace, Guy de Itanipicrre, and Lonla de Cr6cy, 
coming later in tbo order of time, were therefore ratlier Counts than Forpatem. Phlllpi»e went 
twiiT to the Uoly Land a* a Cniaadcr, and dlcil of the plague at St. Jcan-trAcie, shortly after 
tlie cnpturi’ of the city by the Chiiatiana. Guy de Dnmpierre died In thn priaon of Conipiegnc. 
LouU dc Crircy was aon and succei»or of R/)bcrt de Bethune, who atrangled hU wife, Yolaode 
de Bourgttgiie, with the bridle of his horse, for luiving poisoned, at the age of eleven yean, 
Charles, his son by his first wife, Blanche d'Anjou. 

(:?). FtaUtjf dames, like qy*ffHS aUtnded. 

When Pliilippc-lC'Bol, king of France, visited Flanders with his qneen, she was so astonUhetl 
at tho magnilh'em-c of the daniea of Bniges, that she excUinied, — "Je cruyals ^tre seule 
reine id, mais II {laralt que ceux de Flandre qui so trouvent dans nos prisons sont totts 
des prluceK, car leurs femiiiea sout habil^ea coinmu des princesses et des reltiea," 

When the burgomasters of Ghent, Bruges, and Ypres went to Paris to pay homage to 
King John, in 13^1, iliey Were received with gnat pomp and distinction ; but, being invited 
to A festival, they olwcn-cd that their wats at table were not fonilshe«l with cushions ; 
wherenjion, to make known their displeasure at this want of regard to their dignity, they 
folded their richly embroidered cloaks and seated themselves upon them. On rising from tho 
table, they left Ihelr cloak* lichiiid them, and b»*ing informed of their apparent forgetfulness, 
Simon van Eertrj eke, burgomaster of Bruges, replied, — “ We Flemings are not in the habit 
of carrying away our cushions after dinner.** 


(S.) Kntghts vrho here the Fhcet af Goht 

Philippe de Bourgogne, Rumamed Le Bon, espoused luiliclla of Portugal, on tho l(M;h of 
January, 1430; and on tho same «Uy instituted the femems order of the Fleece of Gold. 

(4.) / hfhtid tht ffentU Mary. 

Marie de Valois, Duchess of Bnrgundy, was left by the death of her father Charles-le- 
Tcin^raire, at the ag<? of twenty, the richest heiress of Euroi*e. She came to Bruges, as 
Countess of Flanders, In 1477, and in the same year was married by proxy to the Archduke 
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MaximilUn. Ai'iNihlhtg lo tlie ctisU>m oftlx' time the Diikeof n.-iv»ri(i, MAXintilinn'ii Aiib«titute, 
elept with the priiiccsH. They were both in complete drew, ftepenit*‘d by a sword, 

and attended by four armed gtianlu. Marie was adored by l»er subjec ts for her gentlencM and 
her many other virtuea 

Maximilian was aon of the Empeit>r Prwleriek the Thirl, and is the same person mentioned 
aftcmranls in the poem of SHrembtry an the Kaiser MaximilJau, and the hero of Pfltixing’s 
iwwm of rrurnfonk. Having been imphiioned by the revolted burghers of Brnges, they refused 
to release him, till he conaeuted to kneel in the publio square, and to swe4tr on the Holy 
Kvangelists and the body of Ht Doiiatus, tliat he a'oiild not take vengeance u|H)n them for 
their rebellion. 


(5.) 7^ bloody haittr of tho Sjmrt of CefJ. 

This battle, the most memorable in Flemish history, waa fought under the vails of Courtray, 
on the 11th of July, 1S02, between the French and the Flemings, the former commanded by 
Robert, Comte d'Artois, and the latter by OulUanme de Jnlieni, and Jean, Comte de Namur 
The French army was completely routed, with a loss of twenty thousand infantry, and seven 
thousanil cavalry ; among whom were sixty-three princes, dukes and counts, seven hundred 
lordg-hannervt, and eleven hundre<l noblemen. The flower of the French nobility perished 
on that day to which history' has given tlie name of the Jovrs/e dej Kperons /fOr, from the 
great nnmber of golden spurs fouml on the Held tpf battle. Seven hundre*! of them were hung 
ftp as a trophy in the church of Notre Ihune de Courtray; ami, as the cavaliers of that 
day wore hnt a single spur eat h. these vouched to God for the violent and Idfsidy death of 
seven liumire<l of hla creatnrea. 


(6.) thr fight ot .Viaww’fftrr. 

When the inlaabitanta of Bruges were dig^ng a canal at Minnewster, bt bring the waters 
of the Lys from Dcynjse to their city, they were attacked and routed by the citizens of Ghent, 
whost* commerce would have been much injnreti by the canal. They were led by Jean Lyons, 
captain of a military company at Ghent, called the ChoptroM BIohcm. He had great sway 
over the turbulent populace, who in those prosperous times of the city, gained an easy 
livelihood by labouring two or three days in the week, and had the remaining four or five 
to devote to public aflairs. The flght at Minuewster was followed by open rebellion against 
Ixiuia dc Maelc, the Count of Flandcni and Protector of Rmg^s. flis su|*erb Cliatcau of 
Wondelghem was pillaged and burnt ; and the insurgent* forced Uie gates iff Rniges, and 
entered in triumph, with Lyons mounted at their beatL A few days afterwards he died 
suddenly, perhaps by tMdmm. 

Meanwhile the insurgents received a check at the rillage of Nev^le ; and two hutHlrcd of 
them perished in the church, which was bunuMj by the Count's orders. One of the chiefs, Jean 
de Lannoy, look refuge in the b*dfry. From the snmmit of the tower he held forth hi* purse 
tilled with gold, and begged deliverance. It was in vain. Hi* euemies cried from below to 
save himself as best he might; and, half siifToratod with smoke and flame, be threw himself 
from the tower and iM'iished at their feet Peace was soon sfterwanls eetaldishcd, and (be 
Count reUretl to faithflU Bruges. 


(7.) The Golden Drotptn'e nest. 

The Golden Dragon, taken from the rhunh <if 8t. Rophia, at Constaniinople, in one of the 
Crusades, and placed on the belfry of Bruges, was afterwards transported to Ghent, by Philip 
van Artevelde, and still adorns the txdfr)' of that city. 


(8.) ** There U victory fa Me land!** 

The inscription on the aUrm-htdl at Ghent is, ‘*Afyaen norm i$ Bofand; aU ikl'Up {§ er 
brntwf, aruf aU Ik Ivy fe er vktorie in het laml.'* ** My name i* Roland ; when I toll there is Are. 
and when I ring there is victory in the land. 
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TJIE ARSENAL AT SPRINGFIELD. 

This is the Arsenal. From floor to ceiling. 

Like a huge organ, rise the burnislicd arms ; 

But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing 
Startles the villages with strange alarms. 

Ah ! what a sound will ri.se, how wild and dreary. 
When the deatli-angel touches those swift keys ! 

M'hat loud lament and dismal Miserere 
Will mingle with their awful .symphonies ! 

I hear even now the infinite fierce chorus, 

The cries of agony, the endless groan, 

Which, through the ages that have gone before us, 

In long reverberations reach our own. 

On helm and harness rings the Saxon hammer. 

Through Cimbric forest roars the Norseman’s song, 

And loud, amid the universal clamor. 

O’er distant deserts sounds the Tartar gong. 

1 hear the Florentine, who from his palace 
MTiccls out Ids battle-bell with dreadful din. 

And Aztec priests upon their tcoeallis 

Beat the wild war-dnims made of serjient’s skin ; 

The tumult of each sacked and burning village ; 

The shout that every prayer for mercy drowns ; 

The soldier’s revels in the midst of pillage ; 

The wail of famine in Iwleaguered towns ; 

The bursting shell, the gateway wrenched a.sundcr. 
The rattling musketry, the clashing blade ; 

And ever and anon, in tones of thunder. 

The diapason of the cannonade. 



THE ARSENAL AT SPRINGFIELD. 2<t 

Is it, O man, witli sucli discordant noiso-s. 

With such accurstxl instruments as these. 

Thou drownest Nature’s sweet and kindly voices. 

And jarrost the celestial liannoiiic.s ? 

Were half the power, that 611s the world witli terror, 
Were half the wealth, bestowed on camps and courts. 

Given to redeem the human mind from error, 

There were no need for arsenals nor forts ; 

The warrior’s name would be a name abhorred ! 

And every nation, that should lift again 

Its band against a brother, on its forehead 
Would wear for evermore the curse of Cain ! 

Down the dark future, through long generations, 

'I'hc echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease ; 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 

I hear once more the voice of Christ say, “ Peace ! ” 

Peace ! and no longer from its brazen portals 

The blast of War’s great organ shakes the skies ! 

But beautiful as songs of the immortals. 

The holy melodies of love arise. 




A GLKAM OF Sl'N’SHlXE. 


This is the place. Stand still, my sfoiil, 
Let me review the scene. 

And summon from the shadowy Past 
The forms thnt once have been. 

The Past and Present here unite 
Beneath Time’s flowini' tide, 

Idke footprints hidden hy a luook, 

But seen on either side. 
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Jlere runs the liighway to tlie town ; 

There the green lane descends, 

'i'hrough wliich I walked to ehureh witli tliec, 
O gentlest of my friends ! 

The shadow of the linden-trees 
Lay moving on the gras.s ; 

Hetween them and tlie moving boughs, 

A shadow, thou didst pass. 

'J'hy dress was like the lilies, 

And thy heart as pure as they : 

One of God’s holy messengers 
Did walk with me that day. 

I .saw the branches of the trees 
Hond down thy touch to meet, 

The clover-blossoms in the gra.ss 
liisc up to kiss thy feet. 

“ Sleep, sleep to-daj', tormenting cares. 

Of earth and folly bom ! ” 

Solemnly sang the village choir 
On that sweet Sabbath morn. 

Through the closed blinds the golden sun 
Poured in a dusty beam. 

Like the celestial ladder seen 
By Jacob in his dream. 

And ever and anon, the wind, 

Sweet-scented with the hay, 

Tumc<l o’er the hvmn-book’s fluttering leaves 
That on the window lay. 

Long was the good man’s sermon, 

Yet it seemed not so to me; 

For he spake of Ruth the beautiful. 

And still I tliought of thee. 
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Long wiw the prayer lie utterc<I, 

Yet it seemed not so to me ; 

For in my heart I pi-ayed with him, 

And still I thought of tlice. 

But now, alas ! tlie place seems changed ; 

Thou art no longer here: 

Part of the sunshine of the scene 
With thee did disappear. 

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my hcait. 
Like pine-trees dark and high, 

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe 
A low and ceaseless sigh ; 


This memory brightens o’er the past. 
As when the sun, concealed 
Behind some cloud that near us hangs, 
Shines on a distant Held. 


THE OCCULTATION OF OKIOK.» 


I SAW, as in a dream sublime. 

The balance in the hand of Time. 

O’er East and West its beam impended ; 
And day, with all its hours of light. 

Was slowly sinking out of sight. 

While, opposite, the scale of night 
Silently with the stars ascended. 


• A^tronofnir«]ljr K]H‘&kinK, tliin tlllo is Incorrect; as 1 apply to a constellation 
what ran pmi»erly Im applies! to wuno of Ua stani only. But luy oltacrratlon In 
miulo from Die hlU of tiing, ami not from that of science ; anU will, I tnist* be fouml 
sufficiently accurate for the present purjKisc. 
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l<iki' the ostrulop'rs of ehl, 

III that krip^ht yLmuii I bohcUl 
Greater and dtiitcr mysteries. 

I saw, with it.s tvlestial keys. 

Its chonis of air, it.s frets of fire. 

The .Samian’s jjrcnt ,.d*Iiilinn lyre, 

Rising through all its sevenfold bars. 

From eartli unto the ti.xc'sl stars, 

And through the dewy atnio.s|diere. 

Not only could I sec, hut hear. 

Its wondrous and liarmonioiLS strings. 

In sweet vibration, sphere by s|diere. 

From Dinn’s circle light and near, 

Onwanl to vaster and wider rings, 

Whei-e, chanting through his beard of snows, 
Majestic, mouniful, Saturn goe.s, 

And down the sunless realms of space 
Reverberates the thunder of his ba.ss. 

Beneath the sky’s triumphal arch 
This music sounded like a march. 

And with its chorus seemed to bt' 

Preluding some great tragedy. 

Sirius wa.s rising in the ca.st ; 

And. slow ascending one by one. 

The kindling con.stellationa shone. 

Begirt with many a blazing star, 

Stood the great giant .Vlgebar, 

Orion, hunter of the beast ! 

Ilis swonl hung gleaming by his side. 

And, on hi.s arm, the lion’s hide 
Scattcrcrl across the midnight air 
The golden radiance of its hair. 


The moon was pallid, but not faint 
And iKautiful ns some fair saint. 
Serenely moving on her way 
In hours of trial and dismay. 

.\s if she fearcrl tlm voice (>f (Jod. 

I nhnrmed with naked feet she trod 

q q 
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L'lxjii the liot luiil bumiiig xlarx. 

As oil the glowing coals ami liuis 
That were to prove her strength, ami ti;> 

I ler holiness ami her purity. 

Thus moving on, with silent jiacc, 

.Viid triuinph in her sweet, pale fat-c, 

She rcaehetl the station of Orion. 

.Aghast he stood in strange alarni ! 

And suddenly from his outstrcteheil arm 
Down fell the led skin of the lion 
1 nto the river at his feet. 

His mighty club no longer beat 
The forehead of the bull : but he 
Reeled ns of yore beside the sea, 

When, blinded by (Eiiopion, 

He -sought the blacksmith at his forge, 

And, climbing up the mountain gorge, 

Fi-xinl his blank eyes upon the sun. 

Then, through the silence overhead, 

An angel with a tnimjict said, * 

“ Forevermore, forevermore. 

The reign of violence is o’er ! ” 

And like an instrument that flings 
Its music on another’s strings. 

The trumpet of the angel cast 
Upon the heavenly lyre it.s blast. 

And on from sphere to sphere the wokIs 
Rei'choed down the burning chortls, — 

“ Forevermore, forevennore. 

The reign of violence is o’er ! ’’ 
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In tlie vnlley of the Pcgnitz, wlicrc across broad mcadow-laml.s 
Ri.se the blue Fi-ancoiiian Mountains, Xurcmbcrj;, the ancient, stands. 

(Quaint old town of toil and traffic, quaint old town of art and song, 
Memories haunt thy pointed gables, like the rooks that round them throng ; 

•Memories of the Middle Ages, wlien the emperors, rough and bold. 

Had their dwelling in thy eastle, time-defying, centuries old ; 

-\nd thy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, in their uncouth rhyme. 

That their great imperial city stretched its hand through every clime.' 

In the court-yard of the castle, bound with many an iron band, 

Stands the mighty linden planted by Queen Cunigundc’s hand ; 

On the square the oriel window, where in old heroic days 
Sat the poet Melchior singing KaLser Ma.timilian’s praise.- 

Everywhere I sec around me ri.se the wondrous world of Art : 

Fountains wrought with richest sculpture standing in the common mart ; 

And above cathedral doorways saints and bishops carved in stone, 

By a former age commissioned ns apostles to our own. 

In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps enshrined his holy dust,’ 

And in bronze the Twelve Apostles guard from age to age their tnist ; 

III the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pi.x of sculpture rare,* 

Like the foamy sheaf of fountains, rising through the painted air. 

Here, when Art was still religion, with a simple, reverent heart. 

Lived and laboui-ed Albrecht Diirer, the Evangelist of Art ; 
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Hoiiee in silence niul in sorrow, toiling still with busy liniul, 

Like an eiiiigmnt he wandered, seeking for the Better I,j»nd. 

Emiijravit is the inscription on the tonib-stono where he lies; 

Di'iid he is not, — hut de])arto<l, — for the artist never dies. 

E'airer seems the ancient city, and the sunshine seems more fair. 

That he once has trod its pavement, that he once has bieatlied its air ! 

Through thesti streets so broad and stately, these obscure and dismal lanes. 
Walked of yore the Mastersingers, chanting nide poetic strains. 

From remote and sunless suburbs, came they to the friendly guild. 

Building nests in Fame’s great temple, os in spouts the swallows build. 

As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove he too the mystic rhyme. 

And the smith his iron raea.sures hammered to the anvil’s chime ; 

Thanking God, whose boundless wisdom makes the flowers of poc.sy blofiiu 
In the forge's dust and cinders, in the tissues of the loom. 

Here Hans Sachs, the cobbler-poet, laureate of the gentle craft. 

Wisest of the Twelve Wise Masters,* in huge folios sang and laughed. 

But his house is now an ale-house, with a nicely sanded floor. 

And a garland in the window, and bis face alwvc the door ; 

I’aintcil bj’ some humble artist, ns in Adam I’uschman’s song,** 

As the “ old man gray and dove-like, with his great beard white and long.” 

And at night the swart mechanic comes to drown his cork and core, 
tiuaffing ale from jw-wter tankards, in the master's antique chair. 

Vanishwl is the ancient splendor, and Ixjfore my dreamy eye 
Wave these mingling sha]>es and figures, like a fiulcd tapestry. 

Not thy Councils, not thy Kaisers, win for thee the world’s regard ; 

But thy painter, Albrecht Piirer, and Hans Sachs, thy cobbler-bard. 
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Thus, O Nuremberg, a wamlcrcr from a region fur away. 

As he paced thy streets and court-yards, sang in thouglit liis careless lay : 

Gathering from the pavement’s crevice, as a floweret of the soil, 

The nubility of labor, — the long jiedigroe of toil. 


NOTES. 


(I.) J hat lA/i'r rt/y itrtfrhetl its hmut thr>ftnjh ttvrv rfim/. 

.Sii oM i»n>viTli of Ihi' t»wn ninn thim 

Surnfitrf/M Hand *' NnromhitTv'R han«l 

(kht durch <iUf LttMd.“ Owa through fvery lan<l." 

( 2 .) Sat thf MrU-hior Kaittr iiarimUinn'* prai$€. 

Mi*l«iiinr PfItixhiK wiw rme of tho most oelfbratotl Gt'rmnn i>oftn of Uu-^ sixt«’4*»th rt-nluo*. 
Thf hem of tiia Tratnhtnk wa.s the rriKnin^; rrn|M*n*r, Ma.vUniihui ; iin<l the |if»ein was to Ihr 
(iennaua of tliat day whnt the Orlando Furio$o was to tliu Italians. Maxiiitiliati U mentioned 
Vwforr, in the Hrf/ry of Hrtnjrn. See jvige 2i»l. 

(3.) In the rAturA Mtinttd S<l>nUl <i».<Ana<f( Aia kolg diott. 

The tomb of Saint Helmhl, lii the chim h which iH^ars his name, is one of the riehrat works 
of art in XnrcnitieiK- It is of hronjte, and was east by l\r(er Viseher ami bis «>ns, who Ut>oiire<t 
nisiii it thirteen years. It is ad<«nied with nearly one hiimlred ngtura, anions whirh those 
of (he Twelve A]>osttes an> ronsidcuous for sire and twauty. 

(4.) In the fAwrcA of minittl ttantU a j»£r of stulplurr mrr. 

Tills pix, or tabemarle for tlie vessels of the micntment, U by the band of Adam Kraft. It is 
an exf|UiHito ph^eo of seulpturo in white stone, ami rises to the hrhrbl of aixty-four fisd 
It Stands in the choir, whisu* rirhly-|>aintod windows cover it with vsHcsl colours. 

(i.) ir/s^.d of the Titefre H’tsr .Vfufrrs 

The Twelve Wise MasU-rs was the title of the original cor|>oration of the Vaster sinKcrs. 
flans Rarha, the cobbler of Nurcinheix, (iiotigb not one of the orijfiiial Twelve, was lh« mrMt. 
rcnow'nnl of the Maslersinttr.rH, as well aa the inoat voliiminoiis. He flourished in the sixteenth 
eentnrr ; and left bi'hind him thirty-four f«dio volumes uf manuscript, cimtainiiiK two humlred 
and eight plays, one thousand and S4>ven huudrvfl comic talea, and Iwtween four and flve 
thonsaml lyric poems. 


(d.) A* (u d(i<MU i*W4«'AfaoN'a j^jN^. 

Adam Pusehman. in his |mwiii on the death of linns Hnrhs, dcscribea him ns he npi>cnivd 
in a vision i'— « 

'* An old titau, 

Gray ami white, and dove-like. 

Who ha<l. in sr»oth, a great beanl, 

,\n<l read in a fair, ffretd Iswik, 

Beantiriil with golrlen clas|w.” 




THK XOIIMAX HAKOX. 


'It* U vtr «Mt In n pliiK eaUn** ct plus 

nti I’int^n t rt Tavurirr }mrl<’iit inninit tiaut ipir h miiwih, ilniutli^ iiiotniiliHirrliA^TiTi 
domfuliqjjt*. <!« midivltt*. ri «!<• |n-nl de inorl. Ir<» nolilrn at* ^'|N•||tilvll1 »l*> 
il«‘H HrrfN. minnK* 'i'unr |hmi agn-nlili* A Oim, qiii avail rr^p i»*\x» Ira honitiic* A 

af«n illiap* — TifICttRV. t'nmfurtr r .i nnfftrrrr 


In his elminbor, weak nml ihinj;, 
AVns tlip Xormaii haron Ivinp; ; 
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lioiiil, witlitmt, the tciii|iost tluitiiU-i'od, 
Ami the eastle-tiuTet shook. 

In this h>'Iit was Deutli the };aincr, 

S|>iie of vassal ami retainer, 

Ami the himls his sire.s had plumlereil. 
Written in the Doomsday lltHik. 

Ity his bed a monk was seated, 

Who in humble voice repeatml 
■Many a prayer and pater-noster. 

From the mis.aal on his knee : 

.\iid, amid the teni|>est pealing, 

Sounds of hells came faintly stealing. 
Hells, that, fiem the neighbouring klu.sler, 
Kang for the Nativity. 

In the hall, the si-rf an4l va.ssnl 

Held, that night, their Christnin.s wassail ; 

.Many a carol, old and .saintly, 

Sang the min-strels and the waits. 

Ami so loud these .Saxon gleemcn 
Sang to slaves the songs of freemen. 

That the storm wa.s heard but faintly, 
Knocking at the ca.stlc-gates. 

Till at length the lays they ehaunteil 
Uenched the chamber Urror-lmuntctl, 
Where the monk, with acetmta holy, 
Wliispered at the bartjn’s ear. 

Tears ujKin his eyclid.s glistened, 

.\s he pau.sed awhile and listened. 

And the dying baron .slowly 

Turned his weary heail to hear. 

“ Wassail for the kingly stranger 
Horn and crafllcd in a manger I 
King, like David, priest, like Aaron, 
Christ is born to .set us fi ee I ’’ 
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Ami tlic liglitniiig showed tlic sniiitetl 
Figtires on the ciwement painted. 

And e.xelninicd the shuddering Iinron. 

“ Miserere, Doniine ” 

Tn that hour of deep wintriflon, 

He Ix'held, with clearer vision. 

Through all outward show and fashion, 
•lustiec, the Avenger, rise. 

All the pomp of earth had vanished. 
Falsehood and deceit weie banished, 
Keason spake more loud than passion. 
And the tnith wore no disguise. 

Every vassal of his hanner. 

Every serf born to his manor. 

All those wronged and wretchc<l creatures, 
Hy his hand were fieed again. 

And, ns on the sacred missal 
Me reconled their dismissal. 

Death rela.vcd his iron featuies. 

And the monk replied, “ Amen ! ” 

Many centuries have b<‘en numbeieil 
Since in death the baron slumbensl 
Ity the convent’s sculptures! portal. 
Mingling with the common dust : 

Dot the gooil dtssl, through the ages 
Living in historic pages, 
llrightcr glows and gleams iinmoi-tal. 
I’nconsumeel by moth or rust. 
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How boautiful is (he rain I 
After the Just ami heat. 

In the broad and fiery street, 

In the narrow lane, 

How beautiful is the rain ! 

How it clatters along the roofs. 

Take tlic tramp of hoofs 1 

How it gushes and straggles out 

hrom the throat of the overflovring spoilt ! 

Across tile window pane 

1 1 pours and pours ; 

And swift and wide, 

'Mth a muddy tide, 

Like a river down the gutter toni-s 
The rain, the welcome rain I 

The sick man from his chamber 
T.ooks at the twisted brooks; 

1 le can feel the eo«d 
Rreath of each little pool ; 

His fevered brain 
(irows calm again. 

And ho breathes a blessing on the rain. 

I' rom the neighbouring school 
Come the laiys, 

M ith more than their wonted noise 
And commotion ; 

And down the wet streets 
f^il their mimic fleets, 

I ill the treacherous pool 
n It 
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Kiifrulfs them in its whirling 
And tnrhulent oocnn. 

In the country, on every si<le, 

^\’hcre far and wide, 

lake a Leopard's tawny and spotterl hide, 
Slrctehea the plain, 

To the dry grass and the drier grain 
How welcome is the rain ! 

In the fiirrowisl laiid 

The toilsome and patient oxen sinml ; 

Lifting the yofcc-encumliercd head, 

\\’ith their dilated nostrils spread. 

They silently inhale 
The clover-scented gale. 

And the vajiors that arise 

Fiom the well-watered and smoking soil. 

For this rest in the fimw after toil 

Their large and lustrous eyes 

■Seem to thank the Lord, 

.More than man's s|Hiken word. 


Near at hand, 

Fi-oni under the sheltering ti-ees. 

The farmer secs 

His pastures, and his fielils of grain. 
As they bond their top.s 
To the mimlierless heating ilixipw 
Of the inces-sant rain. 

I le counts it ns no sin 
That he sees therein 
Only his own thrift and gain. 

These, and far more than these, 

The I’oet sees I 
He can liehold 
Aquarius old 

Walking the feneidess Held- of air : 
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Aiitl fmm I'lii'li aiii|>lc lulil 
Of tliR rloml.s almiit liini riillcil 
Scutlcriiif; cvory»li<-iv 
Till- sliowerv rain, 

Ai* llie fainuT waltoi-s liia grain. 


Ill- rail IhiIkiIiI 
Tilings iminifulil 

That have no! vet been whullj- tnlil. 

Have not U-en wholly snug nor suiil. 

For hi.s thought, that never stops, 

Kollow.s the water-drops 
Down to the graves of the dead, 

Down through ehasm.s and gulfs jirofuinid. 

To the dreary fountain-head 
Of lakes and rivers under giound ; 

And sees them, when the tain is done, 

< >n the bridge of eolors seven 
t'liinhing up oiuh; more to heaven, 

0]i(K>site the setting sun. 

Thus the Seer, 

With vision elear. 

Sees fonns ap|a-ar and disuji|K-ar, 

In the iK-qietnal round of strange 
Mysterious ehange, 

Krotn birth to dcalh, from death to birth. 
From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth : 
Till glimpses more .suhlime 
Of things, unseen before. 

Unto his aondcriug eyes reveal 

The Universe, as an immeasurahle wheel 

Turning for cvennore 

In the rapid and rushing river of Time. 
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Gloomy and dork nrt tliou, O cliit-f of tlic niiglit}' Omnwliaws ; 

Gliwmy and dark, ns tlic drivinj!; cloud, wliosc nomo t)iou linst taken! 

M'rnpt in thy scarlet hlnnket, 1 sec thee stalk throii;;li the city’s 
Narrow and populous streets, ns once hy the margin of rivers 
Stalked those hirds unknown, that have left us only their footprints. 

What, in a few short yeni-s, will remain of thy race hut the footprints ? 

Jlow ennst thou walk in these slR-cts, who hast tiwl the green turf of tlio 
prairies ? 
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How cansl tliou bix-atlie in this, wlio InLst breathed the sweet air of the 
moiiiituiiis ? 

All I ’tis in vain tliat with lordly look.s of disdain thou dost challenge 
Look.s of dislike in return, and question these walls and these pavcnient.s. 
Claiming the soil for thy hunting-grounds, while down-trodden inillions 
Starve in the giuTets of Eiinqs?, and cry from its caverns that (hey, t<ss, 
Have been created heim of the earth, and claim its division I 


Back, then, back to thy woods in the regions west of the M'libosh ! 

There as a monarch thou reignest. In autumn the leaves of the maple 
Pave the floors of thy jialoce-halls with gold, and in summer 
I'inc-trccs waft through its chambers the odorous breath of their branches. 
There thou art strong and gi"eat, a hero, a tamer of horses ! 

There thou chaaest the stately stag on the bunks of the Elk-horn, 

Or, by the roar of the Running-Water, or where the Omawhaw 

Calls thee, and leaps through tlie wild ravine like a brave of the Blaekfeel ! 

Hark ! what murmurs arise freni the heart of those mountainous deserts? 

Is it the cry of the Foxes and Crows, or the mighty Behemoth, 

Who, unhanned, on his tusks once caught the bolts of the thunder. 

And now lurks in his lair to destroy the race of the red man? 

Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the Crows and the Fo.xes, 

Foi' more fatal to thee and thy race than the tread of Behemoth, 

Isj ! the big thunder-canoe, that steadily breasts the .Mis.souri’s 
Merciless current ! and yonder, afar on the prairies, the camp-fires 
lileiim through the night ; and the cloud of dust in the gray of the daybreak 
Marks not the buffalo’s track, nor the Mandan’s de.xtcrous horse-race j 
It is a caravan, whitening the desert where dwell the Camanches ! 

11a I how the breath of these ,Saxnns and Celts, like the blast of the oast-wind. 
Drifts evermore to the west the scanty smokes of thy wigwams I 
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Dkau c-liild ! how radiant on tliy motlii-r'a knw, 
With merry-niaking eyos uml jircund stnilos. 
Thou gazost at tho painted tih-a, 

Who'C tigiires grace, 

Witli many a grotesque fonn and face. 

The ancient cliimney of thy nurscuy I 
The lady with tlie gay macaw, 

'I’he dancing girl, the grave hiishaw 
With bearded lip and chin ; 

And, leaning i41y o'er his gale. 

Jicneath the im]>erial fan of state, 

Tlie Chinese mandarin. 


A\'ith what a look of proud command 
Thou shakest in thy little hand 
The coral rattle with its silver hells. 
Making a merry tunc ! 

Thousands of years in Indian sens 
That coral grew, by slow degrees. 
Until some deadly and wild monsoon 
Dashed it on Oorotnanders siuid ! 
Those silver bells 
Heposed of yore. 

As sha|>eless ore, 

Fai' down in the deep-sunken well- 
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Of tlnrksomi' miiM's, 

Fm Home obseiiiv and huiiIohs |ilneo, 
IFi'iientli hui^> C'liimlKira/.o’s ba.-e. 
Or PotoHi's u'erlinnjjing jiinon! 


Aik) tlius for tlioo, O little child, 

Throiigh inanv a danger and escnpe. 

The tall ships |MiKsod the stormy ca|H' ; 

For thee in foreign lamls remote, 

Honealh the burning, tropic skies. 

The Indian (leosant, chasing the wild goat. 
Himself IIS swift and wild. 

In falling, clutched the froil arbiite, 

The fibres of whose shallow root, 

I'plifted from the soil, lielrnyed 
'I'he silver veins lieneath it laid. 

The buried treasures of dead centuries. 


ISiit, lo ! thy door is left ajar ! 

'I’hou hcarest foohdeps from afar ! 

And, at the sound. 

Thou liimest round 

With quick and questioiiiiiif eyes, 

Idke one, who, in a foreign land, 

Iteholds on every hand 

Some source of wonder and surprise ! 

.\nd, restlessly, im[)ntienlly. 

Thou sfrivest, strugglest, to be fris>. 

The four walls of thy nursery 
Are now like pri.son walls to iIkh*. 

Xo more thy mother’s smiles. 

Xo moie the painted tiles. 

Delight thee, nor the playthings on the floor. 
That won thy little, k-uting heart liefore ; 
Thou strugglest for the ojam door. 


Through thc.«e once .solitary halls 
Thy (lallering footstep falls. 


Digitized by Google 



MISCELLANEOUS. 


ni4 


Tlip sound of thy nu'rry voico 
AInkcs the old wall.s 
Jubilnnt, mid they rejoice 
With the joy of tliy yoiinj; heart. 

O'er the light of whose gladness 
No slmdows of sadness 

From the sombro background of memory start. 

Once, ah, once, within the.se walls, 

One whom memory oft recalls. 

The Father of his Oountr}' dwelt. 

And yonder meadows broad and damn 
The fire.s of the liesieging camp 
Encircled with a burning belt. 

I'p and down these echoing stairs, 

Heavy with the weight of cares. 

Sounded his majestic tread ; 

Yes, within this very itiom 
.Sat he in those hours of gloom. 

Weary Imth in heart and head. 

But what arc these grave thoughts to tlw ? 
Out, out ! into the open air ! 

Thy only dream is lilicrty. 

Thou carcst little how or where. 

I sec thee eager at thy play, 

Now shouting to the apples on the tree. 

With checks as round and red a.s they ; 

■And now among the yellow stalks, 

Among the flowering shnibs and plants, 

\a restless as the bee. 

Along the garden walks, 

The tracks of thy small carriage-wheels I trace 
And sec at every turn how they efface 
Whole villages of sand-roofed tents, 

Tluit rise like golden domes 

.Miove the cavernous and secret homes 

f>f wandering anil nomadic tribes of nnt“. 

.\h, cruel little Tamerlane, 

AV’ho with thy ilrcmlful reign. 
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Dost persecute ami overwhelm 

These hapless Troglodytes of thy realm ! 

What ! tired already ! with those .suppliant looks 
And voice more beautiful than a poet’s Issiks, 

Or murmuring sound of water ns it Hows. 

Thou comest back to pai'lcy with repose I • 

This rustic seat in the old apple-tree. 

With its o’erhanging golden canopy 
Of leaves illuminate with autumnal hues. 

And shining with the argent light of dews. 

Shall for a season be our place of rest. 

Beneath us, like an oriole’s pendent nest, 

From which the laughing binls have taken wing 
By thee abondoned, hangs thy vacant swing. 
Dream-like the waters of the rivers gleam ; 

A saillcss vessel dro|>s adown the stream. 

And like it, to a sea as wide and deep. 

Thou driflest gently down the tides of sleep. 

0 child ! O new-born denizen 
Of life’s great city ! on thy head 
The glory of the mom is sln-d, 
lake a celestial Ireirison ! 

Here at the p<Jttal thou dost stand. 

And with thy little hand 

Thou openest the mysterious gate 

Into the future’s undl.-icovered land. 

1 see its valves expatiil, 

As at the touch of Fate ! 

Into those realms of love and hate, 

Into that darkness blank and drear. 

By some prophetic feeling taught, 

I launch the bold, adventurous thought, 
p'roighted with hojic and fear ; 

As upon subterranean streams, 

In cavenis unexplored and daik, 

Men sometimes launch a fragile bark, 

I.aidcn with Bickering fire. 

And watch its swift-receding beams. 
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Until at length they di!(n|ipcar, 
Ami in tlie distant dmk expire. 


Ity wliat astrology of fwtr or hope 
Dare I to ca.st thy horosco|K' ! 

Like the new moon thy life appears ; 

A little strip of silver light, 

And widening outward into night 
The sluulowy disk of future years ; 

And yet upon its outer rim, 

.V luminous circle, faint and dim. 

And st-arcely visible to us here, 

Kounds and completes the ]ierfect spheie, 
A propluTV and intimation, 

A pale and feeble adumbiatiun. 

Of the great world of light, that lies 
Behind all human destinies. 

.\h ! if thy fate, with anguish fraught, 
Shonld be to wet the dusty soil 
AVilh the hot tears and sweat of toil, — 
To struggle with imperious thought. 

Until the overbimlened brain, 

W eary with labour, faint with pain, 
lake a jarred pendulum, retain 
Oidy its motion, not its power, — 
ReiueiidKT, in that perilous hour. 

When most artlieU’d and oppre.s.sc<l, 

Fnim Inlair there shall come forth lest. 


Anil if a more asispieious fate 
On thy advancing stc|>s await. 

Still let it ever Ije thy pride 
To linger by the lalKUvr's side; 

With wonls of sympathy or song 
To eheer the dreary march along 
Of the great army of the ]>oor. 

O’er desert sand, o'er dangerous moor. 
Nor to thyself the ta.sk shall be 
Without reward ; for thou shall learn 
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TIk! wiwioin farl^’ to tliwcrii 
True l><‘uiily in utility : 

As great Pythagymis of yore, 
iStnnding liemle the hlaekaniith'a diKir, 
And hearing the hiininiera, aa they Hiiiule 
The anvils witli a different note. 

Stole from the varying Uuiea, that hung 
Vibrant oti every iron tongue. 

The seei'et of the sounding wii-o, 

And formed the scven-choriled lyiv. 


Knoiigh ! I tvill nut play the Seer ; 

1 will no longer strive to o|>e 
The mystic volume, where upiwar 
The herald Hope, forenmniiig Fear, 
And Fear, the pinsuivnnt of Ilojie. 
Thy destiny remains untold; 

For, like Acestes' shaft of old, 

The swift thought kindles os it flies. 
Anil burns to ashes in the skies. 




THK imilHiK. 

I STOOD on tile bridf'o at midnight. 

•As the elocks were striking tlic liour, 
And the moon rose o’er tlic eily, 

Kehind the dark churcli-tower. 

I saw her bright reflection 
In thu waters under me, 
l.ike a gulden goblet falling 
And sinking into the .sea. 

.Vnd for in the hazy distance 
Of that lovely night in .lime. 

The blaze of the flaming funinee 
Gleamed rodder than the moon. 
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Among the long, black rafters 
The wavering shadows lay, 

And the cui-rent that came from the ocean 
Seemed to lifr and bear them away ; 

As. sweeping and eddying through them, 
Rose the iH-lated tide, 

And, streaming into the moonlight, 

The soa-wced floated wide. 

And like those waters rushing 
Among the wooden piers, 

A flood of thoughts came o’er mo 
That filled my eyes with tern’s. 

flow often, O, how often, 

In the days that had gone by, 

I had stood on that bridge at midnight 
And gazed on that wave and sky ! 

How often, O, how often, 

I had wishetl that the ebbing tide 
Would bear me away on its bosom 
O’er the ocean wild and wide ! 

For my heart was hot and restless. 

And my life was full of care. 

And the burden laid upon me 

Seemed greater than I could bear. 

Hut now it has fallen from me. 

It is buried in tbe sea; 

And only the sorrow of others 
Throws it shadow over me. 

Yet whenever I cross tlie river 
On its bridge with woo<lcn piers, 
lake the odor dT brine from the ocean 
Comes tlte thought of other years. 
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Am) I t)iinli liow many tliouaaiiilit 
Of care-»;ncuml)ercJ men, 

Eacli Iwariiig liis burden of sorrow. 
Have crossed tire bridge since tlieii. 

I see tlie long pi-occs-sioii 
Still passing to and fro, 

The young 1)0011 hot and restle.'s. 

And the old subdued and slow ! 

Ami forever and forever, 

As long ns the river flows, 

A.s long as the heart has passions. 

As long os life has woes ; 

The nroon and its hroken reflection 
And its shadows shall appear, 

As the Bymlxrl of love in heaven, 

And its wavering image here. 
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I. 

Sni,KMNi.v, mournfully, 
Donling itH dole. 
The Curfew Hell 
Is beginning to toll. 


Cover the embers, 

And put out the light ; 

Toil comes with the morning, 
And rest with the night. 
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Dark grow the windows. 

And qucnchwl is the firo ; 
Sound fades into silence, — 
All footsteps retire. 

No voice in the chaml)ers. 
No sound in the linll ! 
SIrt'p and oblivion 
Ucif^n over all ! 


11 . 

The book is completed, 

Anil closed, like the day ; 
jVnd tlic hand that has wiilWu it 
Lays it away. 


])im grow its fancies. 
Forgotten they lie; 

Like coals in the a.shes. 
Thev ilarken and die. 

Song sinks into silence. 

The story is told. 

The windows arc darkened. 
The hearth-stone is cold. 

Darker and darker 

The black shadows fall ; 
Sleep and oblivion 
Ueign over all. 
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rACENixn iir abb di sr i.rxoA niaA — l>ante. 
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TirE ROPE NVAEK. 

In that building long and low, 

With ita windows all a row, 

Ijke tlie port-lioles of a hulk. 
Human spiders spin and spin. 
Backward down tlicir threads so thin. 
Dropping, each, a hempen bulk. 

At tlio end an open doorj 
Squares of sunshine on the floor 
Light the long and duskjr lane ; 
And the whirling of a wheel. 

Dull and drowsy, mokes me feel 
All its spokes arc in my brain. 

As the spinners to the end 
Downward go and re-ascend. 

Gleam the long threa<ls in the sun ; 
\Miilo within this brain of mine 
Cobwebs brighter and more fine 
By the busy wheel are spun. 

Two fair maidens in a swing. 

Like white dores upon the wing. 

First before my vision pass; 
Laughing, ns their gentle hands 
Closely clasp the twiste<l strands. 

At their shadow on the grass. 

Tlien a booth of mountebanks. 

With its smell of tan and planks. 

And a girl poised high in air 
On a coni, in spangled dress. 

With a faded loveliness, 

And a wcaiy look of care. 
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Then a liomestead among farms, 

Ami a woman with bare arms, 

Drawing water from a well ; 

As the bucket mounts apace. 

With it mounts her own fair face, 

As at some magician’s spell. 

Then an old man in a tower 
Ringing loud the noontide hour. 

While the rope coils round and round. 
Like a serpent, at his feet. 

And again in swift retreat 

Almost lifts him from the ground. 

Then within n prison-yard, 

Faces fixed, and sU'm, and hard. 

Laughter and indecent mirth ; 

Ah ! it is the gallows-tree ! 

Breath of Christian charity. 

Blow, and sweep it from the earth ! 

Then a schoolboy, with his kite. 

Gleaming in a sky of light. 

And an eager, upward look ; 

Steeds pursued through lone and field : 
Fowlers with their snares concealed. 

And an angler by a brook. 

Ships rejoicing in the breeze. 

Wrecks that float o’er unknown seas. 
Anchors draggc<l through faithless sand ; 
Sea-fog drifting overhead, 

And with lessening line and lead 
Sailors feeling for the land. 

All these scenes do I behohl, 

These and many left untold. 

In that building long and low; 

While the wheels go round and round 
With a drowsy, dreamy sound, 

And the spinners backward go. 
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A MIST was driving down the British Clianne), 

The dnj was just begun, 

And through the window-panes, on floor and panel. 
Streamed the red autumn sun. 


It glanced on flowing flog and rippling pennon, 
Anil the white sails of ships ; 

And, from the frowning rampart, the black cannon 
Hailed it with fuTcrish lips. 
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S5omlwich and lUinmoy, Idastiiign, Hythe and Dover, 
W ere nil alert that day, 

To see the French wnr-stenmcrs speeding over, 
When the fog clcnrtHl owny. 


Sullen and silent, and like coucimnt lions, 

Their cannon through the night. 

Holding their bivath, had watched in grim defianco 
The sea-coast opjiosite. 


And now thi^y roareil at druin-bcut from their stations 
On every citadel ; 

£och answering each with morning salutations 
That all was well. 


And down the const, all taking up the burden. 
Replied the distant forts. 

As if to summon fiom his sleep the Warden 
And Lord of the Cinque Ports. 


Him shall no sunshine from the fields of azure. 
No diom-bcat from the wall. 

No morning-gun from the black fort’s embrasure 
Awaken with their call. 


No more surveying with an eye impartial 
The long line of the coa.st. 

Shall the gaunt figure of the old Field- Marshal 
Be seen upon his post. 


For in the night, unseen, a single warrior. 

In sombre harness mailed, 

Dreaded of man, and siirnamed the Destroyer, 
The ramjiart wall has scaled. 
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lie passed into the chamber of the sleeper. 
The dai'k aud silent room ; 

And as ho entered, darker grew and deeper 
Tlie silence and the gloom. 


He did not pause to parley or dissemble. 

But smote the Warden hoar ; 

Ah ! what a blow! that made all England tremble, 
And groan from shore to shore. 


Meanwhile, without the surly cannon waited. 

The sun rose bright o’erhead ; 

Nothing in Nature’s as)>cct intimated 
That a great man was dead ! 


Digitized by Google 




Digitized by Coogle 


BIRDS OF PASSAGE, 


M2 


THE TWO ANGELS. 


Two Angels, one of Life, and one of Death, 

Pnssesl o’er the village a.s the tnoniing bioke ; 

The dawn wn.s on their faces ; anil beneath, 

The sombre houses eapped with plumes of smoke. 

Their attitude and aspect were the same ; 

Alike their features and their robes of white ; 

And one was crowned with amaranth, as with flame. 
And one with asphodels, like flakes of light. 

I saw them pause on their ccle.stial way : — 

Then said 1, with deep fear and doubt oppres.sed, 

“ Dent not so loud, my heart, lest thou l>etrny 
The place where thy beloved are at rest ! ” 

.Vnd he who wore the crown of asphodel.s, 
Descending at my door, began to knock ; 

And my soul sank within me, as in wells 

The waters sink before an earthquake’s shock. 

I recognised the nameless agony — 

The terror, and the tremor, and the pain — 

That oft before had filled and haunted me. 

And now returnetl with threefold strength again. 

The door I opcnetl to my heavenly guest, 

And listened, for I thotight I heard God's voiec ; 

.And. knowing whatsoe’er lie sent was l>est, 

Darctl neither to lament nor to rejoiec. 
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Then with a smile that Hlleil the house with liglit — 
*• erniiid is not Death, hut Life,” ho said ; 
And, ere 1 answertsl, passing out ot sight. 

On his celestial embas.sy he sjted. 


’Twas at thy d«K>r, O friend, and not at mine. 

The angel with the amaranthine wreath. 
Pausing, descended ; and, with voice divine, 
A\Tiis|>ered a word that had a souml like Death. 


Then fell u|ion the house a sudden gloom — 

A shadow on those features fair and thin j 
And soflly, from tliat hushed and darkened mom. 
Two angels i.ssued, where but one went in. 

All is of Gotl ! If ife hut wave his hand, 

The mists collect, the rains fall thick and loud ; 
Till, with a smile of light on sea and land, 

Lo ! Ho looks httek from the de[>arting cloud. 

Angels of Life and Death alike are His ; 

AN'ithoul His leave they pass no threshold o'er; 
Who, then, would wish or dare, believing this. 
Against His mes.st'ngers to shut the door? 


IiiHpiretl l»y Oie birth of a chibl to the writer, and the death of Mrs Mntia 
Lowell, the wife of Another Ainericnu |AS-t. on the sanie day, nl CAm1>ridae, U.S. 
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FKOMKTIlKrs, 

on TIIK IMIKt’s KOHKTHOl(iHr. 


Of I’mniollic'iis. )n>w uiiiiaimtod 
Oil Olvinpii''' sliiiiin^ Imalioiis 
His nudnciniis fnol lio piniiti'il, 

Myllis niv tnlfl and sonjr* mv dmuiitoil, 
Fnll of pmniptiiies mid snfrgostioiis. 


lloiiiitifiil is llie tradition 

Of tlmt fliitlil tlirmipli Iionvonlv poHids, 
Till' old cliissif sii|H'rstitioii 
Of tlio theft mid the tmnsniission 
Of the fire of the Immortals! 


First the ihs'd of iiohh' diirinj;, 
Horn of hoavi'inviird aspiration. 
Then the fire with mortals sharing. 
Then the vulture. — the despairinj; 
(.'t v of pain on eiajss (.'aueasiun. 


All i« hut n symlsd pnlnled 
Of the Poet. Prophet, .Si-er; 

Only those are erowiied and sainted 
^\'ho with <;rief have Wi’ii acquainted, 
^•!akin;; nations nohicr, freer. 
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Ill their feveri»h e.xiiltation,«. 

Ill their triumph and their yearning. 
In their passionate puhatiims. 

Ill their words anioiig the nntions, 

The Proiiiethean tire is burning. 


•Shall it, then, l>c uiiavuiliiig. 

All this toil for human culture"? 
Through the cloud-rack, dark and trailing, 
■Must they see above them sailing 
O'er life's Imiren crags the vulture'? 


Such a fate .%« this was Jtanle's, 

By defeat and exile maddened ; 
Thus were Milton and Cervantes. 
Xatiiiv's priests and Corylmntes. 

Ry afHietion touchetl and saddencil. 


Rut the glories so lrans<*endent 

That around their memories cluster. 
And, on all their steps attendant, 
-Make their darkcneil lives resplendent 
With such gleams of inward lustre ! 


•VII the niehslies mysterious. 

Through the dreary darkiioss ohaiinted ; 
Thoughts in attitudes imperious. 

Voices soft, and di>ep. and serious. 

Wonis that whispered, songs that hauuted 


All the soul in rapt suspension. 
All the quivering, palpitating 
Chonis of life in utmost tension, 
M'ith the fervor of invention. 
With the rapture of creating I 
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All, Pronmllifiis ! heavoii-scaling ! 

In until hours of oxultation 
Even the faintest heart, unquailing, 
Might behold the vultuie sailing 
Kound the eloudj crags Caucasian ! 


'I'hough to all there is not given 
Strength for such sublime endeavor. 
Thus to scale the walls of heaven. 
And to leaven with fiery leaven 
All the hearts of men for ever ; 


Vet all hards, whose hearts unblighted 
Honor and believe the jiresage. 

Hold aloft their torches lighted, 
(fleaining through tlie realms benighted. 
As they onwai-d bear the message ! 


THE LABDEK OF ST. AUGUSTINE. 


Saint Augustine ! well host thou said, 
That of our vices we can frame 
A ladder,* if we will but trend 

Beneath our feet each deed of shame ! 

All common things, each day's events. 
That with the hour begin mid end. 
Our pleasures and our discsintents. 

An- rounds by which we may asecnd. 


' Thp word*! of Ht. Auj^u^tinc aiv» *' ritiiM tioHtriM .<K‘A)ftin nubU faciutuii, »i vitu 
il«a rali'aniuji '* — S chmok III. Ik Attknttionf. 
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Tlio low (lesiiv, the bnso d(wifrii, 

That nmke.s another's virtues less ; 

The revel of the treacherous wine, 

Ami all oc-easioiis of excess ; 

The longing for ignoble things ; 

The strife for triumph more than truth ; 

The hardening of the heart, that brings 
Irreverence for the dreams of youth ; 

All thoughts of ill : all evil deeds, 

That have their root in thoughts of ill ; 

Whatever hinders or impedes 

The action of the nobler will ; — 

All these must 6rst bo trampled down 
Beneath our feet, if we would gain 

In the bright fields of fair retiown 
The right of eminent domain. 

We have not wings, we cannot soar ; 

But we have feet to scale and clindi 

By slow degrees, by more and more, 

The cloudy summits of our time. 

The mighty pyramids of stone 

That wedge-liko cleave the desert airs, 

VSTien nearer seen, and better known, 

Are but gigantic flights of stairs. 

The distant mountains, that uprear 
Their solid bastions to the skies. 

Are crossed by pathways, that appear 
As we to higher levels rise. 

The heights by great men reaeheil and kept 
Were not attained by sudden flight. 

But they, while their companions slept. 

Were toiling upward in the night. 


Digitized by Google 



)mU>S OK I’A8.SAOE. 




Slamlin^ on vfliut too long we l>ore 

Witli shoulders bent and downeast eves, 
We may diseeni — unseen liefort — 

A patli to higher destinies. 

Nor deem the iiTcvocahle Past 
As wholly wasted, wholly vain, 

If, rising on its wrecks, at Inst 
To something nobler we attain. 


THK PHANTOM SHIP.* •• 


I.N Matber’s Magnalia Christi, 

Of the old colonial lime. 

May 1)0 found in prose the legeinl 
That is here set down in rhyme. 

A ship sailed fioni New Haven, 

And the keen and frosty airs. 

That tilled her sails at parting, 

M’ere heavy with good men’s prayers. 

*• O land ! if it l>e thy pleasure ” — 
Thus prayed the old divine — 

“ To bury our fiicnds in the oeean. 
Take them, for they are thine ! ’’ 


* A tlvlailiM of thU of a Shi)> in tlii^ Air”ia givfii hyCottoit 

Mntlipr in bU MakiuiIui Chrinti, Book I. Ch. V]. ItU rontainp<l in a Ipttpr frnin tlip 
Janira Pallor of New llavpti. Tu tliU acpount Untlipr nJiU 

wonin •— 

•• U»'»«|pr, IhiTp Iwing yet liviiijc «o nuiuy cinliblp lhal wpit oyi*- 

witni'K'M.'H «if tlih woiKb-rful J Vfntniv to pnhUah it for a tiling iimloulitp<( 

HA *lw wo«ti.'rful '* 
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Hut Mosliir Ijomlx^i'toii mutlorcJ, 

And under his breath said he, 

“ This ship is so crank and wolty, 

I fear our ■jiuvo she will be ! ” 

And the ships that came from England 
When the winter months were gone, 
Hroiight no tidings of this vessel. 

Nor of Master Lamberton. 

This put the people to prajing 

That tlie Lord would let them hear 
What in his greater wisdom 

He had done witli friends so dear. 

And at last their prayers were answered ; — 
It was in the montli of June, 

An hour before the sunset 
Of a windy afternoon, 

When, steadily steering landwartl, 

A ship was seen below. 

And they knew it was Ijimberton, Mast»‘r, 
Wio sailwl so long ago. 

On she came, with a cloud of canvas, 

Right against the wind that blew. 

Until the eye could distinguish 
The faces of the crew. 

Then fell her straining topmasts. 

Hanging tangled in the slirouds ■, 

And her sails were loosened and lifted. 

And blown away like clouds. 

And the masts, with all their rigging. 

Fell slowly, one by one ; 

And the hulk dilated and vanished. 

As a sea-mist in the sun ! 

X X 
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And the people who saw this innn'cl 
Each saiil tinlo his fricml. 

That this was the mould of their vessel. 
And thus her tragic end. 

And the pastor of the village 
Gave thanks to God in prayer, 

That, to qnict their troubled spirits, 
lie had sent this Ship of Air. 


lIArXTED HOUSES. 

All houses wherein men have lived and died 
Are haunted houses. 'J'hrough the open doors 

The harmlciw phantoms on their errands glide. 
With feet that make no sound ujKtn the floors. 

We meet them at the door-way, on the stair, 
Along the pa.«.sages they eoinc and go, 

Im[>nlpnblc impressions on the air, 

A sense of something moving to and fro. 

There arc more guests at table than the hosts 
Invited ; the illuminated hall 

Is thronged with qui\, inoffensive gl«)sts, 

As silent as the pictures on the wall. 

The stranger at my fireside cannot see 

'I’he forms I see, nor hear the sounds I hear ; 

He but perceives what is; while unto me 
All that has l*ecn is visible and clear. 
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\Vi! have 110 tillo-dced.'i (o house or luiuLs ; 

Owners and occupants of earlier dates 
Kiom graves forgotten stretch tlieir dn.sty hands. 

And hold ill niortninhi still their uhl estates. 

The spirit-world around this world of si'inse 
Floats like an atmosphere, and evervwhore 
Wafts through these earthier mists and va|iuurs dense 
A vital breath of more ethereal air. 

( )ur little lives are kept in equipoise 
By opposite attractions and desires ! 

The struggle of the instinct that enjoys. 

And the more noble instinct that iu«piies. 

These perturbations, this perjictual jar 
Of earthly wants and aspirations high, 
t’oiiic from the influence of an unseen star, 

All undiscovered planet in our sky. 

Ami as the moon from some dark gate of cloud 
Thiows o’er the sea a floating bridge of light, 
Across whose trembling planks our fancies crowd 
Into the realm of mystery and night, — 

tso from the world of spirits there descends 
A bridge of light, connecting it with this, 

O’er whose unsteady floor, that sways and bends, 
Wander our thoughts above the daik abyss. 
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DAYLIGHT AND MOONLIGHT. 


In bi-oad daylight, and at noon. 
Yesterday I saw the moon 
Sailing high, but faint and white, 
As a schoolboy’s paper kite. 


In broad daylight, ywterday, 

I read a Poet’s mystic lay : 
And it seemed to me at most 
As a phantom, or a ghost. 
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Hut at Iciigtli the feverish day 
lake a passion died away, 

And the night, serene and still, 
Fell on village, vale, and hill. 


Then the moon, in all her pride. 
Like a spirit glorified. 

Filled and overflowed the night 
With revelations of her light. 


And the Poet’s song again 
Passed like music through iiiy brain ; 
Night interpreted to me 
All its grace and mystery. 
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IN THE tTllKCIIYAKl) AT CAMI5RIDGK. 


In the village churchvard she lies. 

Dust is in her beautiful eyes, 

No more she breathes, nor feels, nor stirs ; 
At her feet and at her head 
Ijes a slave to attend the dead, 

Dut their dust is white as hci-s. 


Was she a Indy of high degree, 

So much in love with vanity 

And foolish pomp of tliis world of ours'.' 
Or was it Christian charity. 

And lowliness and humility. 

The richest and rarest of all dowers '! 


A\Tio shall tell us ? No one sjvcaks ; 

No color shoots into those cheeks, 

Either of anger or of pride. 

At the rude question we have nskcl ; 
Nor will the mystery be unmoskc<l 
By those who are sleeping at her side. 


Hereafter? — Atid do you think to look 
On the terrible pages of that Book 

To tind her failings, faults, and errors ? 
Ah, you will then have other cares, 

In your own short-comings and desiiair.-*, 
In your own st'cret sins and terrors ! 
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Okcr tlie Emperor Charles of Spain, 

With his swarlliy, grave conimamlers, 

I forget in witat campaign, 

Ix)ng besieged, in mud and rain. 

Some old frontier town of Flamlei-s. 

Ui> and down the dreary camp. 

In great boots of Spanish leather, 

Striding with a measured tramp. 

These Hidalgos, dull and dump. 

Cursed the Frenchmen, cursed the weather. 

Thus a.s to and fro they went. 

Over upland and through hollow. 

Giving their impatience vent, 

I’erchcd upon the Emperor's tent 
In her nest they spied a swallow. 

Yes, it was a swallow’s nest. 

Built of clay and hair of horses, 

Mane, or tail, or dragoon’s crest. 

Found on hedge-rows ea.st and west. 

After skirmish of the forces. 

Then an old Hidalgo said. 

As he twirled his gray mustoebio, 

“ Sure this swallow overhead 
Thinks the Emperor’s tent a shed, 

And the Emperor but a Macho ! ” * 


* Madvn, in Spanish, aigntilfa a mule. G<»2r>Ntfnna is Uht r*>minine funu of (MtloH- 
(Irino, • swallow, and alao a cant nam** fi*r a 
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Hearing bis imperial name 

Coupled with those words of malii-c, 
Half in anger, half in shame, 

Forth the great eampoigner came 
Slowly from his canvas palace. 


“ Let no hand the bird molest,” 

Said he solemnly, “ nor hurt her ! ” 
Adding then, by way of jest, 

“ Golondrina is my guest, 

’Tis the wife of some deserter!” 


Swift as bowstring speeds a shaft, 

Through the camp was spread the rumor. 
And the soldiers, as they qualfed 
Flemish beer at dinner, laughed 
At the Emperor’s pleasant humor. 


So unliormed and unafraid 

Sat tlie swallow still and brooded. 
Till Uic constant cannonade 
Through the walls a breach had made. 
And the siege was thus concluded. 


Then the army, elsewhere bent, 

Struck its tents as if disbanding. 
Only not the Emperor’s tent. 

For he ordered, ere he went. 

Very curtly, “ Ix‘ave it standing ! ’’ 


So it 8too<I tlicrc all alone. 

Loosely flapping, toni and tattered. 
Till the brood was fledged and flown. 
Singing o’er those walls of stone 

Which the cannon-shot had shattered. 
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Lratlkss are the trees ; their purple brandies 
Spread themselves abroad, like reefs of coral, 
Rising silent 

In the Red Sea of the Winter sunset. 


From the hundroil chimneys of the village, 
Like the Afi’cct in the Arabian story. 
Smoky columns 

Tower aloft into the air of amlier. 

V V 
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At the window winks tlic flickering fire-light ; 

Here and there the lamps of evening glininier, 
Social watcli-fircs 

Answering one another through the darkness. 

On the hearth the lighted logs are glowing, 

And like Ariel in the cloven pine-tree 
For its freedom 

Groans and sighs the air imprisoned in them. 

By the fireside there are old men scatetl, 

Seeing ruineil cities in the a.she.s, 

Asking sadly 

Of the Past what it can ne’er restore them. 

By the fire.side there are youthful dreamers, 

Building castles fair, with stately stairways, 

A.sking blindly 

Of the Future what it cannot give them. 

By the fireside tragedies are acted 

In whose scenes appear two actors only, 

^\ ifo and husband. 

And ntwve them God the sole spectator. 

By the fireside there are peace and comfort, 

Wives and children, with fair, thoughtful faces, 
Waiting, watching 

For a well-known footstep in the passage. 

Each man’s chimney is his Golden Mile-stone ; 

Is the central point, from which he measures 
Every ilistance 

Through the gateways of the world around him. 

In his farthest wanderings still ho sees it; 

Hears the talking flame, the answering night-wiml. 
As he heard them 

When he sat with those who were, but are not. 
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Happy he whom neither wealtli nor fiiHliion, 
Nor the march of the cncroacliiiig city. 
Drives an e.vlle 

From tlie Iiearth of his ancestral homc.stcad. 


W'o may build mure .'‘pleiidid habitations, 

Fill our rooms with [aiintings and with sculptures. 
But we cannot 

Buy with gold the old associations ! 


THE JEWISH CEMETERY AT NEWPORT. 


How strange it seems ! These Hebrews in their graves, 
Close by the street of this fair seniiort town, 

Silent beside the never-silent waves. 

At rest in all this moving up and down ! 


Tlie trees are white with dust, that o'er their slce|) 
Wave their broad curtains in the south wind's breath. 
While underneath such leafy tents they keep 
The long, mysterious E.\odus of Death. 


And these sepulchral stones, so old and brown. 
That jwve with level flags their burial-place, 
Seem like the tablets of the Law, thrown down 
And broken by Moses at the mountain’s Imhh-. 
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Tlio vcn’ names reoonlod here are strange. 

Of foreign aecent, and of different climes ; 
Alvares and Rivera interchange 

With Ahrahani and .lacoh of old times. 


“ Blessisl lie God ! for He created Heath ! ” 

The mourners said, “ and Death is rest and pence ; " 
Then added, in the certainty of faith, 

“ And giveth T.ife that never more shall cease.” 


Clo.sed are the j«»rtals of their Synagogue, 

No Psalms of David now the silence hreak. 
No Rahbi reads the ancient Decalogue 
In the grand dialect the Prophets spake. 


Gotie are the living, hut the <lead remain, 

And not neglected ; for a hand un.seen. 

Scattering its bounty, like a summer rain. 

Still keeps their graves and their remcndtrance green. 


How came they here? What hurst of Christian hate. 
What persecution, merciless and blind. 

Drove o’er the sen — that desert desolate — 

These Tshmaels and Hngars of mankind ? 


They lived in narrow streets and lanes obscure. 
Ghetto and .Tudenstra-ss, in mirk and mire ; 
Taught ill the school of patience to endure 
The life of anguish and the death of fiie. 


All their lives long, with the unleavened bread 
And bitter herbs of exile and its fears. 

The wn-sting famine of the heart they fed. 

And slaked its thirst with marnh of their tears. 


THE JEWISH TEMETERY. 
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Anntlicnia manumtlm ! was the cry 

Tlmt innp from town to town, from street to street ; 

At every gate the aecurseil Mordeeni 

Was mocke<l and jeered, and spumeil by Christian feet. 


IVidc and linmiliation hand in hand 

Walkeil with them throngli tlio world where'er they went ; 
Trampled and beaten were they as the sand. 

And yet unshaken ns the continent. 


For in the background figures vague and vast 
Of patriarchs and of prophets rose sublime. 
And all the great traditions of the Past 
They saw reflected in the coming time. 


And thus for ever with reverle<l look 

The mystic volume of the world they rcnil. 
Spelling it backward, like a Hebrew book, 

T ill life became a Is'gend of the Dead. 


But ah ! what once has been shall be no more. 

The groaning earth in travail ami in pain 
Brings forth its races, but dws not restore. 
And the dead nations never rise again. 
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OLIVER UASSELIN* 


In tile Vallej of tlie Virc 
Still is scon an ancient mill, 

NS’ith its gables quaint and queer. 
And beneath the window-sill. 

On the stone. 

These words alone : 

“ Oliver Ba.s.selin lived here.” 

Far above it, on the steep, 

Ruined stands the old Chateau ; 
Xothing but the donjon-kcep 
Left for shelter or for show. 

Its vacant e^'es 
Stare at the skies. 

Stare at the valley green and deep. 

Once a convent, old and brown, 
Looked, but ah ! it looks no more. 
From the neighboring hillside down 
On the rushing and the roar 
Of the stream 
Whose sunny gleam 
Cheers the little Norman town. 

In that darksome mill of stone, 

To the water's dash and din. 
Careless, humble, and unknown, 

Sang the poet Bas.selin 
Songs that fill 
That ancient mill 
^^'itll a splendor of it.s own. 


■Oliver the I'trt tin I'ntufcnUt," floiirtKlieil in the fifU'ritlh 

• cnttiry, ati«l j^vo to Ills ccmviviiil the name of biK native valleys, in wbidi 

hr wing them, VaiiX'de-Vire. Thi« name waa comipUd into the 

rntwlom I’ttUfh.riUf 
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Xever feeling of nnrest 

Broke the plensnnt dream he drenmcvl ; 

Only made to l>e hi« nest. 

All the lovely valley sc'i'med : 

No desire 
f'f soaring higher 
Stirred or fluttererl in his breast. 


True, his songs were not divine; 

AVerc not songs of that high art, 
AVIdeh, as wind.s do in the pine. 

Find an answer in eaeh heart : 

But the mirth 
Of this green earth 
Laughed and rebelled in his line. 

From the alehouse and the inn. 

<)pcning on the narrow street. 
Came the haul, convivial din, 

Singing and applause of fiH't, 

The laughing lays 
That in those days 
Sang the poet Basselin. 

In the ca.stle, ea-secl in steel, 

Knights, who fought at Agineourt, 
Watehed and waited, spur on he«'l ; 
But the jHict sang for sport 
Songs thnt rang 
Another clang. 

Songs that lowlier hearts could ftsd. 

In the convent, clad in gray, 

Sat the monks in lonely cells. 
Paced the cloisters, knelt to pray. 
And the poet heanl their tiells ; 
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But Ills rhymes 
Found otlior chimes, 
Xeait'r to the cnrtli tlinn they. 


Gone arc all the barons bold. 

Gone arc all the knights and squin-s. 
Gone the ahliot stem and cold, 

And the brotherhood of friars ; 

Not a name 
Remains to fame, 

From those mouldering days of old ! 


But the poet's memory here 
Of the landscajK- makes a part ; 

Like the river, swift and clear, 

Flows his song through many a heart ; 
Haunting still 
That ancient mill. 

In (he \'alley of the Vire. 
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A utxw rROM KINO Ai.men'ii mtontrrN. 

Othfbk, the old sea-captain, 

\Mio dwelt in Helgoland, 

To King Alfred, the Lover of Truth, 
Brought a snow-white walrus-tooth. 

Which he held in his brown right hand, 
z z 
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Ilili figure tall and stately, 
Like a boy’s bis eye appciireil ; 
Ills- hair «iut yellow a.s bay. 

But threads of a silvery gray 
Gleamed in his tawny Ir-uiiI. 


Hearty and hale was Olbere, 

11 is cheek had the colour of oak ; 
With a kind of laugh in his speech. 
Like the s«'a-tide on a iK'aeh, 

As unto the King he s[»okc. 


And Alfred, King of the Saxons, 
Had a book upon his knees. 

And wrote down the wondrous tale 
Of him who was first to sail 
Into the Aivtic s<‘ns. 


“ Si far I live to the northward. 

No man livi>s north of me ; 

To the east are wild mountain-chains. 
And beyond them meres and plains ; 
To the westwanl all is sea. 


“ So far I live to the northward. 

From the harlionr of Skeringt's-hale, 
If you only saihsl by day. 

With a fair wind all the wa 3 ’, 

Mon' than a month would V’ou soil. 


“ I own six hnndretl reindeer. 
With sheep and swine l«side ; 
I have tiihutc from the Finns, 
M'halehone and reindeer-skins. 
And ropes of walrus-hide. 


THE DI.SCOVEUEK OK THE NORTH CAPE. 


*• 1 [iloii^lietl the luiid with liorsea. 
Hut my lieurt wua ill lit 
Fur till- old scufiiring men 
Came to me now and then, 

With their (siiga.a of the hcas ; — 


"Of Iceland and of (ireeidand, 
And the stormy llehridea, 
And the undiscovered deep ; — 

I could not eat nor sleep 
For thinking of those sea.s. 


‘•To the noithward stivtehed the desert. 

How far I fain would know ; 

So at last I sallied forth, 

And three days sailed duo north. 

As far as the whale-ships go. 


“ To the west of me was the ocean. 
To the right the de.solole shore, 
Hut I did not slacken sail 
E'or the walrus or the whale. 

Till after three days moiv. 


'• The days grow longer and longer. 
Till they became a.s one, 

■And southward through the haze 
I saw the hiillen blaz»‘ 

Of the red midnight sun. 


•• .And then upro.se liefore me, 
L'pon the water's edge. 

The huge and haggard shape 
Of that unknown Xorth Cape, 
Whose form is like a wcrlge, 
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“ Tlie sea was rough and stoniiy, 
The tempest howled and wailed. 
And the sen-fog, like a ghost, 
Haunted that dn^ary euost. 

But onward still 1 sailed. 


“ Four days T steered to eastward, 
Four days without a night: 
Round in a fiery ring 
Went the great sun, O King, 
With red and lurid light.” 


Here Alfred, King of the Srrxons, 
Ceased writing for a while ; 

And raised his eyes from his book, 
With a strange and puzzled look. 
And an incredulous smile. 


But Otlierc, the old sea-captain. 
He neither paused nor stirred. 
Till the King listened, and then 
Once more took up his pen. 

And wrote down every word. 


** And now the land,” said Othere, 
“ Bent southward suddenly. 

And I followed the curving shore 
And ever southward bore 
Into a iiameless sea. 


“ And there we hunted the walrus, 
The narwhale, and the seal ; 

Ha! 'twa# a noble game! 

And like the lightning’s flame 
Flew our lioi'poonB of steel. 
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“ There were »ix of us nltogether, 
Norsemen of Helgoland ; 

In two dajs and no more 
A\’e killed of them threescore. 

And dragged them to the strand!” 


Here Alfred the Truth-Teller 
Suddenly closed his book. 

And lifted his blue eyes, 

AA'ith doubt and strange sunni.se 
Depiettsl in their look. 


And Otherc the old sea-captain 
Stared at him wild and weird, 
Then smiled, till his shining teeth 
Gleamed white from underneath 
His tawny, quivering beard. 


And to the King of the Saxons. 

In witne.ss of the truth. 

Raising his noble head, 

He stretched his brown hand, and said. 
“ Behold this walrus-tooth ! ” 
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* VICTOR OALIiRArni * 


I'MiKii llu“ walls (if Monterey 
At iliiybre<;k the bugles began to ](lny. 
A'ictor (lalbraitli ! 

In llio mist of the morning (lainp and gray. 
'J'liese were tlic words they seemed to say, 

“ Come forth to thy death, 

Vietor Galbraith ! ” 


Forth he came, with a martial tread ; 
Firm was his step, erect his head ; 

Victor Galbraith, 

1 le w ho so well the bugle played. 
Could not mistake the words it said : 
*• Come forth to thy death. 
^'ietor Galbraith I ’’ 


lie looked at the earth, he looked at the sky. 
He looked at the files of musketry, 

Vietor Galbraith ! 

And he said, with a steady voice and eye, 

“ 1'ake good aim : I am ready to die ! ” 

Thus challenges death 
Victor Galbraith. 


•TliU poem J* fitunilM on Vipi4>r Gnlhrailh wm a bnjflfr in •fompiiny of 
volunt»‘«‘r cavalry’ ; and waa ahoi in Mexico for mime breach of discipline. It ia a 
common Ktif>^n>titi<>n among aohlicra. that no 1«1 Ik will kill them uiiIcm their namc» 
arc written on them The old proverb aay*t, “ Kvery bullet Iism iU billet. *• 
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Twelve fiery toiignen flnslied struiglit mid ml, 

Six leaden halls on their errand »|H-d ; 

A’ictor Cialhraiih 

Falls to the ground, hut he is not dead ; 

His name was nut slaiii|>ed on those balls of lend. 
And tliey only seath 
\'ietor Ualhroith. 


Three halls are in his breast and brain. 

But ho rises out of the dust again, 

Victor Galhmith ! 

The water he drinks has a bloody stain ; 

“ O kill me, and put me out of my pain I ” 
III his agony |>rayeth 
Victor Galbraith, 


Forth dart once more those tongues of flame, 
■And the bugler has died a death of shame, 
Victor Gnlbniith ! 

His soul has gone back to whence it came. 
And no one answers to the name, 

AVhen the Sergeant ,«aith, 

“ Victor Galbraith ! ” 


I'nder the walls of Monterey 
By night a bugle is heanl Jo play, 

A'ictor Galbraith ! 

Through the mist of the valley daniji and gray 
The sentinels hear the sound, mid say, 

•• That is the wraith 
Of Victor Galbraith ! ” 




CHILDREN. 

Comb to me, O ye children ! 

For I hour you at your piny, 

And the qucstiuiiR that pc'rplexed me 
Have vanished quite away. 

Ye open the eastern windows. 

That look towards the sun, 

Where thoughts are singing swallows, 
And the hrooks of morning run. 
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III your lifiU'ts are the birils and llic xuii»hiiio, 
In your thoughts the hrooklct's How ; 

Hut in mine ia the wind of Autumn 
And the first fall of the snow. 

Ah 1 what would tlie world lie to us 
If the children were no more? 

We should dread the desert lH.-hind ns 
Worse than the dark before. 

What the leaves are to the forest, 

With light and air for fissi, 

Kro their sweet and tender juic-es 
Have been hardened into wimmI. — 

That to the world arc ehildren : 

Through them it feels the glow 

Of a brighter and sunnier elinmte 
Than reaehes the trunks below. 

Come to me, O ye ehildren I 
And whisjier in my ear 

What the birds and the winds are singing 
In your sunny ntinos|ihere. 

For what are all onr contrivings. 

And the wisdom of our books, 

M'heii comparetl with your caress<-s, 

.Vnd the gladness of your looks? 

Ve are better than all the ballads 
That ever were sung or said ; 

For ye aiv living poems, 

And all the ivst are dead. 
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MV LOST VOUTll. 


< >KrKN I think of (he heantiful town 
Tlmt ia seated hv the si!a ; 

OfU‘ii ill tlioiight j {0 up anil down 

The pleasant streets of that dear old town, 

And my youth comes hack to me. 

And a verse of a I>aplnnd song 
la haunting my memory still : 

X hoy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, long thoughts." 

I can »ce the shadowy lines of its tiees. 

And catch, in sudden gleams, 

'I’he sheen of the far-surrounding seas, 

And islands that were the llespcrides 
Of all my boyish dreams. 

And the bunlen of that old song. 

It murmurs and whisjicrs still : 

“ A lioy’s will is the wind’s will, 

.Vnd the thoughts of youth arc long, long thoughts.’’ 


1 renienilier the black wharves and the slips. 

Ami the .aen-tidi'S tossing fix-c ; 

,\nd Spanish sailors with Itearded li)», 

.Vnd the beauty and mystery of the ships, 

.Vnd the magic of the sea. 

And the voice of that wayward song 
Is singing and saving still : 

“ A hoy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, long thoughts.’’ 
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1 rempmbor tlifi liiilwai-ks bv tlip sbore, 

Ainl the fort ui)on tlie liill ; 

The simrisc gun, with its hollow roar. 

The drutii-hent i\«|wiite«l o'er nml o’er, 

Ami the bugle wild iiiid tihrill. 

And the inuMe of that old sioug 
Throl)S in my memory still ; 

“ A hoy’s will w the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, long thoughts,” 

1 rememlx'r the wa-Kglil fur away,® 

How it thundered o’er the tide ! 

And the dead ea|itains. n.s they lay 

In their grave*, o’crlooking the tranquil hay. 

Where they in battle diinl. 

And the wnind of that mournful song 
(iocs through me with a thrill : 

“ A Isiy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

I cun s(“e the breezy dome of groves. 

The shadows of Deering’s Woods : 

And the friendships old and the early loves 
Come hack with a sabbath sound, as tif <lovi» 

In quiet ueighlHirhoiHls. 

And the verse of that sweet old song. 

It flutters and murmurs still ; 

“ A hoy’s will is the wind’s will, 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

I iv'inemlHU’ the gleams and glooms that dart 
Across the .sehoolhoy’s hmiii : 

The song and the siloms' in the heart. 

That in part are prophecies, and in part 
Alt' longings wild and vain. 


* Tliift WAS tii#> rofiit betwi^cu Ib^ KtiUTpris'' anil Boxrr. ofTtlir ItarlHiiir of 

l*urtland. In vhieh both raptaini Wfir ulain. w»irr liurird side by side, in tbo 

t'lniieter)* on Mmintjoy 
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Ami the voieo of that fitful soil" 

Sings on, niul is iiovcr still : 

“ A lioy’s will is tin; wind's will, 

Ami tho thoughts of youth niv long, long thoughts.” 


There are things of whieh I may not speak ; 

Thei-e are dreams that cannot die ! 

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak. 
Ami bring a pallor into the cheek, 

And a mist liefoiv the eye. 

And the words of that fatal song 
I’ome over me like a chill : 

“ A lioy’s will is the wind's will. 

Ami the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

Strange to me no« are the forms 1 meet 
When I visit the dear old town ; 

But the native air i.s pure and sweet, 

And the trees that o’ershmlow each well-known strei't. 
As they balance uj> and down. 

Are singing the beautiful song, 

Are sighing and whisiicring still : 

“ A Isjy's will is the wind's will. 

And tho thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair. 

And with joy that is almost i>ain 
My heart goes back to wander there. 

And among the dreams of the day.s that were 
I find my lost youth again. 

And the strange and l»cautiful song, 

Tho groves arc repenting it still : 

“ A boy’s will is the wind's will, 

And the thoughts of youth arc long, long thought*.” 
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WiiKNK.’En a noble deed is wiDiight, 
Whene’er is spoken a noble tbnugbl. 
Our hearts, in j{latl surprise, 

To higher levels rise. 


The tidal wave of deeper souls 
Into our inmost being rolls, 
And lifts us unawares 
Out of all meaner cares. 


Honor to those whose words or deeds 
Thus help u.s in our daily neeils. 

And by their overllow 
Kaise us from what is low 1 


Thus thought I, as by night I read 
Of the great army of the dead. 

The trenches cold and damp, 
The starved anil frozen eainp. — 


The wounded from tlie battle-plain. 
In dreary hospitals of pain. 

The cheerless corridors. 

The cold and stony flisirs. 


• ** ,\t I*isa the church Sail Fniliciacn ciiutailis .-i • h.'i|icl iledicatcd latclr ts 
Santa Ftliimena ; over tin- altar is a iiirtiirc, !•>' SulaU-lli, rrpreaentinK the Saint 
aa a lirautjfiil, nyinpti-likc flfnirc, Itnating (town fruni licaveti, attcnilcil by two 
anacia Wartna the Illy, i>alni, amt jarcUn, and tirnenth, in the fiinstnaiinl, the alek 
anil iiuiiim-il, who are healeil liy her iiiten'eaaioii.*’ — Mrs. Jamfsiim, SnrmI and 
Lf^tndary An, It -*VS 
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Ijo ! in that house of miwry 
A Indy with n lamp I sec 

I’luw through the glimmering glismi. 
And flit from mom to room. 


And slow, ns in n dream of bliss, 
The speechless sufl"en*r tunis to kiss 
Her shadow, as it falls 
I'pon the darkening walla. 


As if a diKir in heaven should he 
ttjwned and then closed suddenly. 
The vision came and went, 

The light shone and was s]tcnt. 


On England's annals, through the long 
Hereafter of her speech and song, 

That light its rays shall ca«t 
From jMiitals of the jwst. 


A Ijidy with a laimp shall stand 
In the great history of the land, 
A nohle tyjie of gixal, 

Ileioio womanhood. 


Nor even shall !«■ wmiting here 
The palm, the lily, and the s|H-ar, 
The .symbols that of yore 
Saint Filonieim Isire. 
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How, uivct. at the outerniost jrates 
< >f tlio City Celestial he wails. 

With his feet on the la»liler of light, 
Thill, crowihnl with angels iimuimlieiisl. 
liy Jaoob was seen, ns he sliimlwreil 
Alone in the ilesert at night? 


The Angi-ls of Wind and of Fire 
('haunt only one hymn, and expiri' 
With the song’s irresistible stress ; 
K.xpiiv in their rn|itmv anil wonder. 
As harp-strings are broken asunder 
By music they throb to express. 


But .serene in the rapturous throng, 
L’nmovcil by the rush of the song, 

\\'ith eyes iinimpos.sioiu'd and slow, 
.\mong the dead angels, the deathless 
•Sandalphon stand.s listening hn‘athless 
To sounds that ascend from liclow ; — 


From the spirits on earth that adore, 

Fmm the souls that entreat and iinploiv 
In the fervor and passion of prayer; 
From the hearts that are broken with losse.s, 
And weary with dragging the erosses 
TiX) heavy for mortals to hear. 


And he gathers the prayers lus he stands. 
And they change into flowers in his hands, 
Into garlands of purjtle and ml ; 

And Ix-neath the gi-eat arch of the portal. 
Through the sti-cet.s of the City Immortal 
Is wafted the fragranee they shell. 


It is hut a legend, I know, 
•V fable, a phantom, a show. 
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Of the ancient Rabbinical lore ; 

Yet the old mediaeval tradition. 

The beautiful, strange superstition, 

But haunts mo and holds mu the more. 


When I look from my window at night, 
And the welkin above is all white. 

All throbbing and panting with stars. 
Among them majestic is standing 
Sandalphon, the angel, expanding 
HLs pinions in nebulous bars. 


And the legend, I feel, is a part 
Of the hunger and thirst of the heart. 
The frenzy and fire of the brain, 
That grasps at the fruitage forbidden. 
The golden pomegranates of Eden, 

To quiet its fever and pain. 
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BIRDS OF PASSAGE. 


DAYBREAK. 


wiNP canic up out of the sea, 

And said, “ O niisla, make room for mo." 

It hailed the ships, and cried, “ Sail on. 
Ye mariners, the night is gone.” 

And hurried landward far away, 

Crying, “ Awake ! it is the day.” 

It said unto the fore.st, “ Shout ! 

Hang all your leafy banners out!” 

It touched the wood-bird’s folded wing. 
And said, “ O bird, awake and sing." 

And o'er the farms, " O chanticleer, 

Your clarion blow ; the day is near.” 

It whispcrc<i to the fields of com, 

" Bow down, and hail the coming mom.” 

It shouted through the belfry-tower, 

“ Awake, () Itell ! proclaim tlie hour.” 

It crosse<l the churchyaril with a sigh, 

-Vnd said, “ Not yet ! in quiet lie.” 
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I. 

MILKS STAXDLSir. 


In the Old Colony days, in I'lyniuutli the land of the Piljfiinis. 
To and fm in a I'Ooin of his simple and primitive dwellin;'. 

Clad in doublet and hose, and hiail.s of Cordovan leather. 

Strode with a martial air. Miles Standisli llie I’nritaii Captain. 
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HiiriLHl ill tliou^ht he Mcetiicil, with hi» hamis liehiiid him, and pausing 
Kver mid anon to ladiold his glittering wcnjioiis of warfare, 

Hanging in shining array along the walls of the ehamher, — 

Outlass and corslet of steel, and his trusty sword of Daniasciis, 

CiiniKl at the point and inserihed with its mystical Arahic sentence, 

\NTiile iiiidcmeath, in a comer, wciv fowling-piece, musket, and matchlock. 
Short of stature he was, hut strongly built and athletic, 

Hroad in the shoulders, deep-chested, with muscles and sinews of iron ; 
Hrown (IS a nut was his face, but his niss<“t beard was alrcady 
Flaked with patches of snow, as htslgi-s sometimes in November. 

Near him was seaUnl .John .\lden, his friend, and household com(>aniuii, 
W'riting with diligent siteed at a tabic of pine by the window ; 

F'air-haired, azure-eyed, with delicate Saxon complexion. 

Having the dew of his youth, and the lieaiity thereof, as the captives 
M’liom Saint Gri'gorv' saw, and exclaimed, “ Not .Anglos but Angels.” 
Youngest of all was he of the men who came in the .May Flower. 

Suddenly breaking the silence, the diligent scribe interrupting, 

S|Mike, in the pride of his heart, Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth. 

“ TsHik at these arms, ” he said, “ the warlike weapons that hang here 
UuniisluHl and bright and clean, as if for parade or inspection ! 

This is the sword of Damascus I fought with in Inlanders ; this breastplate, 
AS’ell J remember the day ! once saved my life in a skirmish; 

J lerc in front you cun see the very dent of the bullet 
Fired jioint-blnnk at my heart by a Spani.«h arcabneero. 

Had it not been of sheer steel, the forgotten bones of Miles Standish 
AVoiild at this moment be mould, in their grave in the Flemish morasses.” 
Thereupon answered .John Aldcn, but looked not up from his writing: 

“ Truly the breath of the Lord hath slackened the .speed of the bullet ; 

I le in his mercy |iieservc<l you, to lie our shield and our weapon ! ” 

Still the Captain continued, unhc'eding the words of the stripling; 

“ See, how bright they are burnished, as if in an ai-sonal hanging ; 

That is because I have done it myself, and not left it to others. 

Serve yourself, would you be well served, is an excellent adage ; 

So I take care of my arms, os you of your pens and your inkliom. 

Then, too, there me my soldiers, my great, invincible army. 

Twelve men, all eqnip]icd, having each his test and bis matchlock, 

Kighteen shillings a month, together with diet and pillage. 

•And, like tV.sar, I know the name of each of niy soldiers I " 

This he said with a smile, that danced in his eves, as the suti-beatiis 
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Dance on the waves of the sea, and vanish again in a moment. 

Alden Iaughe<) as he wrote, and still the Captain continued : 

“ Look ! you can see from this window my lirazen howitzer planteil 
High on the roof of the churxdi, a preacher who speaks to the purjswe. 
Steady, straightfoiwai'd, and strong, with irresistible logic, 

Orthodox, flashing conviction right into tha hearts of the heathen. 

Now we are ready, I think, for any assault of the Indians; 

Ix't them come, if they like, and the sooner they try it the better, — 
Ix‘t them come if they like, Ik? it sagamore, saeliem, or pow-wow, 
Aspinet, Samoset, Corhitant, Sijuanto, or Tokanrabamon ! ” 
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Lonj; nt ttio window ho !>tond, and 'wistfully pized on the landscape, 
Washoil with a coM gray mist, the vapory hrenth of the east wind, 

Foi'cst anil meadow and hill, and the steel-hlne rim of the ocean, 

Lyiiif; silent and sad, in the afternoon shmion's and sunshine. 

Over his eountenanee flilUsl a shadow like those on the landscape. 

Gloom intermingle*! with litrht ; and his voice was subdued with emotion, 
Tenderiifeis, pity, repret, as after a pause he proce*^ed: 

“ Y'onder there, on the hill by the sen, lies buried Rose Standish ; 
Beautiful rose of love, that l>l*x>med for me by the wayside ! 

She was the first to die of all who came in the May Flower ! 

Green above her is prowinp the field of wheat we have .sown there. 
Better to hide from the Indian scouts the graves of our people, 

Ia?st they should count them and sec how many already have perishc*! !” 
Sadly his face he averle*!, and strode up anil ilown, and was thoughtful. 

Fixed to the opposite wall was a .slu'lf of books, and among them 
I'roniinent three, distingui.shed alike for bulk and for binding ; 
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Uaritfe’* ArtilliTj Giiidis and tin- Coinnionlnrifa of Ciosnr, 

Out of thi* I>atin translated by Arthur Goldingc of T/omlon, 

And, ns if guarded by these, between them was standing the liihle. 

Musing a moment before them, Milos Standish paused, ns if douhlfid 
M'hieh of the three he should ehoose for his consolation and comfort. 
Whether the wars of the Jlebiews, the famous eampaigns of the Komiios, 
Or the Artillery practice, disfigned for belligerent Christians. 

Finally down from its shelf he dragged the ponderous Konian, 

Seated himself at the window, and opened the book, and in silence 
Turned o’er the well-worn leaves, where thumb-marks thick on the mnrelo. 
Take the trample of fis't, proclaimed the battle was hottest. 

Nothing was heard in the room but the hurrying pen of the stripling, 

;i r 
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Busily writing epistles iniporinnt, to go by the May Flower, 
Beady to sail on the morrow, or next day at latest, God willing ! 
Homeward bound with the tidings of all that terrible winter. 
Letters written by Alden, and full of the name of Priscilla, 

Fidl of the name and the fame of the Piirititn maidi'n Priscilla ! 


II. 

LOVE AM) FBIEXH.SIUP. 

Nothing was heard in the room but the hurrying pen of the stripling, 

Or an occasional sigh from the lalmring heart of the Captain, 

Bending the marvellous words and achievements of Julius Cn^ar. 

After a while he cxclaimetl, os he smote with his hand, palm ilownwnrds. 
Heavily on the page : “ A wonderful man was this Ciesar ! 

You arc a writer, and I am a fighter, but here is a fellow 
M ho could both write and fight, and in both was equally skilful !” 

Straightway answered and spake .John Alden, the comely, the youthftd : 

“ Yes, he was equally skillwl, as you say, with his J>cn and his weapons. 
Somewhere I have rend, but where I forget, he could dictate 
Seven letters at once, at the same time writing hi.s memoirs.” 

“ Truly,” continued the Captain, not heeding or heating the other, 

“ Truly a wonderful man was Cuius Julius Ca'snr I 
Better be first, he said, in a little Iberian village. 

Than Itc second in Borne, and I think he was right when he said it. 

Twice was ho married before he was twenty, and many times after ; 

Battles five hundred he fought, and a thousand cities he conquered ; 

He, too, fought in Flanders, a-s he himself has n.-corded ; 

Finally ho wa.s stabbed by his friend, the orator Brutus ! 

Now, do you know what he did on a eertain occtusion in Flandeis, 

When the rear-guard of his army retieated, the front giving way too. 

And the immortal Twelfth l^egion was crowded so closely together 
There was no room for their swords? M by, he seized a shield from a soldier. 
Put himself straight at the hca<l of his troops, and commanded the enptaiirs. 
Calling on each by his name, to order forward the ensigns ; 
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Then to widen the ranks, mul give more room for their weapons ; 

So he won the day, the battle of Soniething-or-other. 

Tliat’s what I always say ; if you wish a thing to be well done, 

Von must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others ! ” 

All was silent again ; the Captain continued his reading. 

Nothing wa.s heard in the room hut the hurrying pen of the stripling 
Writing epistles important to go next day hy the May Flower, 

Fillcii with the name and the fame of the Puritan mnideti Priscilla ; 

Every sentence began or elosed with the name of Priscilla, 

Till the treacherous pen, to which he confided the secret. 

Strove to lietray it by singing and shouting the name of Priscilla ! 

Finally closing his book, with a bang of the ponderous cover, 

Suiblen and loud ns flie wuind of a soldier grounding his musket. 

Thus to the young niati spike Miles Stamiish the Captain of Plymouth ; 

“ When you have finished your work, I have something important to toll you. 
Be not however in haste ; I can wait ; I shall not bo impatient ! ” 

Straightway Alden replied, as he folded the last of his letters. 

Pushing his papeiw aside, and giving respectful attention : 

“ Speak ; for whenever j‘OU sp'ak, I am always ready to listen. 

Always ready to hear whatever pertnins to .Miles Standish.” 

Thereupon answered the Captain, emharrassed, and culling his phrases : 

“ ’Tis not good for a man to be alone, soy the Scriptures. 

This I have said before, and again and again I repent it : 

Every hour in the day, I think it, and feel it, and say it. 

Since Ro.se Standish dieil, my life has been weary and dreary ; 

Sick at heart have 1 been, beyond the healing of friendship. 

Oft in my lonely hours have I thought of the maiden Priscilla. 

She is alone in the world ; her father and mother and brethcr 
Died in the winter together ; I saw her going and coming, 

Now to the grave of the dead, and now to the bed of the dying, 

Patient, courageous and strong, and said to myself, that if ever 
There were angels on earth, ns there arc angels in heaven. 

Two have I seen and known ; and the angel whoso name is Priscilla 
Holds in my de.solate life the place which the other abandoned, 
liong have I cherished the thought, hut never have dared to reveal it. 

Being a cowartl in this, though valiant enough for the most part. 

Oo to the damsel Priscilla, the loveliest maiden of Plymouth, 

Say that a blunt old Captain, a man not of words but of actions. 

Offers his hand and his heart, the hand and heart of a soldier. 
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Xut ill tliLDU wortl», you know, Init lliix in »liurt \» my meaning ; 

I nni n maker of war, niul not a maker of plimsca. 

You, wiio me lired na n seliolar. can say it in elegant language, 

Snell IIS you n-ail in yoiii' Ixxiks of the pleadings and wooings of lovei’s, 
Snell Us lou tliink Lest adapted to win the heart of a nmiden.” 
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When he Imil spoken, .lohn Ahlen. the fair-haireil, taritnrn stripliiij;. 

All aghast at his wonls, surjirised. embarrassed, Ijewildcivd. 

Trying to mask his dismay by treating the subject with lightness. 

Trying to smile, and yet feeling his heart stand still in his bosom, 

■Tiist as a timepiece stops in a house that is stricken by lightning. 

Thus mode answer and spake, or rather stamraeretl than answeml : 

“ Such a message as that, I am sure I should matigic and mar it ; 

If you woidd have it well done, — 1 am only n-peafing your ma.xim, — 

You must do it yourself, you must not leave it to others I ” 

Hut with the air of a man whom nothing can turn fnim his purpose. 

Gravely shaking his hernl, made answer the Captain of i’lymoulh : 

“ Truly the maxim is good, and I do not mean to gainsay it ; 

Hut we must U.SO it discreetly, and not waste powdi'r for nothing. 

Now, as 1 said before, I was never a maker of phrases. 

I can march up to a fortress and summon the place to suiTender, 

Rut march U]> to a woman with such a projmsal, I dare not. 

I’m not afraid of bullets, nor shot from the month of a cannon. 

But of a thundering ‘ No ! ’ point-blank from the mouth of a woman, — 

That. I confess. I’m afraid of, nor am 1 ashamed to confess it ! 

So yon must grant my request, for you arc an elegant scholar, 

Having the graces of sjtccch, and skill in the turning of phrases.” 

'faking the hand of his friend, who still was reluctant and doubtful. 

Holding it long in his own, and pressing it kindly, he ailded : 

“ Though I have s[ioken thus lightly, yet deep is the feeling that prompts me ; 
Surely you cannot refuse what I ask in the name of our friendship ! ” 

'fhen made answer .John Aldcn : “ The name of fiiembship i.s .sacred ; 

What you demand in that name, I have not the power to deny you ! ” 

So the stiong will prevailed, sulKluing and nioidding the gentler ; 

Friendship prevailed over love, ami Alden went on his errand. 
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THE LOVER’S ERR.VXIt. 

So tlio stronjD; will |irovaileil. nml Aldon went on his ciniml, 

Out of the street of tho village, ami into the paths of the forest. 

Into tho tranquil w(kx1s, where hlue-hirds and r<diins were building 
Towns in the populous trees, with hanging gardens of verdure. 

Peaceful, aerial cities of joy and affection and freedom. 

All around him was calm, but within him commotion and conflict, 
l.,ove contending with friendship, and self with each generous inipuls<‘. 

To and fro in his breast his thoughts were heaving and dashing. 

As in a foundering ship, with every roll of the vessel. 

Washes the bitter sen, the merciless surge of the ocean ! 

“ Must I relinquish it all," he criisl with a wild lamentation, 

“ Must I relinquish it all, the joy, the hope, the illusion ? 

Was it for this I have lovral, and wailed, and worship|>e<i in sileniv? 

\\'as it for this I have followed the flying fo*?t and the shadow 
Over tho wintry sea, to the desolate short's of Xew England ? 

Tndy the l-.cart is deceitful, and out of its depths of corruption 
Rise, like an exhalation, the mi.sty phantoms of pa-wion ; 

Angels of light they wem, but are only delusions of Satan. 

All is clear to me now ; 1 f»>el it, I see it distinctly ! 

This is tho hand of the Itord ; it is laid iqsin me in anger. 

For I have followed t<s> much the heart’s desires and devices. 
Worshipping Astaroth blindly, and impious idols of Rani. 

This is the cross I must l>ear ; the sin and the swift retribution.” 

So through the Plymouth woods .Ttdm Aldcn went on his errand ; 
Crossing the brook at the ford, where it brawled over p<.'bhlc and shallow. 
Gathering still, ns he went, the May-llowei-s blooming around him, 
F'ragmnt, filling the air with a strange and wonderful sweetness, 

Children lost in the wooils. and covered with leaves in their sIuiuIk'I'. 

“ Puntan flowers,” he .said. and the type of Puritan maidens, 

Moilest and simple and sweet, the very lyja- of Piiscilla ! 
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So I will take them to her; to I’liscilla the May-flower of Plymouth, 
Modest and simple and sweet, ns a jiarting gift will 1 take them ; 
Ureathing their sik-nt farewells, ns they fade and wither and perish. 
Soon to be thrown away as is the heail of the giver.” 

So through the Plymouth woods .John Alden went on his errand ; 
Came to an open space, and saw the disk of the ocean. 

Sailless, sombre and cold with the comfortless breath of the oast wind ; 
Saw the new-built house, and people at work in a nicailow ; 

Heard, as he drew near the door, the musical voice of Priscilla 
Singing the hundietlth Psalm, the grand old Puritan anthem, 

Music that Luther sang to the sacred words of the Psalmist, 

Full of the breath of the Tsird. conseding and comforting many. 
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Then, na he opened the door, he beheld the Cimi of the nmideii 
Seatctl beside her wheel, nnd the enrdefi Wiad like n snow-drift 
I’iled at her kne«>, her white hainls fetHling the r.ivenoiia spindle, 

While with her f»x>t on the treaille she guidctl the wheel in ila motion. 
Open wide on her lap lay the well-worn psalm-book of Ainsworth, 
Printed in Amatenlam, the words and the innsic together. 
Koiigh-hewn. angular notes, like atones in the wall of a churchvnnl. 
Darkened nnd overhung bj the running vine of the verses. 

Such was the book from whose pages she sang the old Puritan anthem. 
She, the Puritan girl, in the »ditudc of the forest. 

Making the humble house and the nuslest apparel of home-spun 
Ileantifnl with her beauty, and rieh with the wealth of her iKMiig ! 
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Over him ni.slie<l, like a wind that is keen and euld and relentleKS, 
Thoughts of what might have been, and the weiglit and woe of his errnml : 
All the dreams that had faded, and all the hopes that had vanished. 

All his life henccfuiih a dreary and tenantless mansion, 

Haunted hy vain regrets, and pallid, sorrowful faces. 

n n 
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Still he naiil U> himself, nml almost fiei-cely he said it, 

“Let not him that putteth his hand to the plough look backwards ; 
Though the ploughshare cut through the flowers of life to its fountains, 
'riioiigh it pass o'er the graves of the dead and the hearths of the living. 
It is the will of tlie Lord ; and his mercy endureth for ever! ” 


So he entered the house: and the hunt of the wheel and the singing 
Suddenly censed ; for I’riscilla, aroused by his step on the threshold. 

Rose as lie entered, and gave him her hand, in signal of welcotne. 

Saying. “ I knew it was you, when I heard your step in the passage ; 

For 1 was thinking of yon, as 1 sat there singing and spinning.” 

Awkward anil dumb with delight, that a thought of him had hiHjn mingled 
Thus in the sacml psalm, that came fiom the heart of the maiden. 

Silent before her he stood, and gave her the flowers for an answer, 

Finding no words for his thought. He remembered that day in the winter. 
After the first great snow, when he broke a path from the village, 

Ri>eling and plunging along tlnxrugb the drifts that encumbered the doorway. 
Stamping the snow from his feet ns he entered the house, and Priscilla 
liOughed at his snowy locks, and gave him a seat by the firt:side. 

(irateful and pleased to know he had thought of her in the snow-storm. 

Had he but sjioken then ! (lerhaps not in vain had he spoken ; 

Now it was all too late ; the golden moment bad vanished ! 

So he stood there abashed, and gave her the flowers for an answer. 


Then they sat down and talked of the birds and the I>enutiful Spring-time, 
Tniketl of their friends at home, and the May Flower that sailed on the 
morrow. 

“ T have been thinking all day, ” said gently the Puritan maiilen, 

“ Dreaming all night, and thinking all day, of the hislgo-rows of Kngland, — 
They aro in blossom now, and the country is all like a garden ; 

Thinking of lanes and field.s, and the song of the lark and the linnet, 

Seeing the village street, and familiar faces of neighbors 
Oiling about as of old, and stopping to gos,sip together. 

And, at the end of the street, the village church, with the ivy 
Climbing the old gray tower, and the quiet graves in the churchyard. 

Kind arc the people I live with, and dear to me my religion ; 

Still my heart is so sad, that I wish myself back in Old Fingland. 

^'ou will say it is wrong, but I cannot help it : I n1nio.st 

Wish myself back in < )ld I'higland, I feel so lonely and wretched." 
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Tlicri'iipoii nii9WfH-<l (lie juutli : — “ IndL-vd I ilu not coinlcmii you ; 
Stouter hearts llinn a woman’s have quailed in this terrible winter. 

Yours is tcmler and trusting, and m-eds a stronger to lean on ; 

So I liavc come to you now, with an offer ami ju'offer of marriage 

•Maiie by a good man and true, .Miles Standish the Captain of Plymouth I ” 

Thus lie delivered his message, the dexU-rous writer of letters,— 

Hid not emliellish the theme, nor array it in beautiful phra.ses, 
iiut eamc slmiglit to tlie point, and blurted it out like a schoolboy ; 
liven the Captain him.sclf could hardly have said it more bluntly. 

Mute with amazement and sorrow, Priscilla the Puritan maiden 
Tjookcd into Aldcn’s face, her eyes dilated with wonder, 

Feeling his words like a blow, that .stunned her and rendered her sjieeehle'..', ; 
Till at length she e.xclaimed, interrupting the ominous silence; 

“ If the great Captain of Plymouth is so very eager to wed me, 

Mliy does he not come himself, and take the trouble to woo ino ? 

If I am not worth the wooing, I surely am not worth the winning ! ’’ 

Then John Aldcn began explaining and smoothing the matter, 

Makitig it worse ns he went, by saying the Captain was busy,— 

1 [ad no time for .such things ; — ^sueh things 1 the words grating harshly 
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hVII on tlic cflr of IVincilln; nml swill os ii flanli shu ranile answer: 

*• Has he no lime for such thinpp, as you call it. before he is married. 

Would he be likely to tiiul it. or innk<- it, ufler the wedding? 

That is the way with you men ; you don't understand us, you cannot. 

When you hare made u|i your minds, after thinking of this one and that one. 
Choosing, selecting, l•ejlx•ting, comparing one with another, 
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Then you iimkc known your desire, wiili abrupt and sudden avowal, 

And are otfeiided and hurt, ami indignant ]icrha{>a, that a woman 
Does not respond at once to a love tliat she never sus|HM;ted, 

Dihm not attain at a iMiuml the height to which you have been elimhiiig. 
This is not right nor just: for surely a w'omaii’s affection 
Is nut a thing to lie asked for, and hod fur only the asking. 

When one is truly in love, one not only says it, but shows it. 

I lad he hut waitcsl awhile, had ho only showed that he loved me, 

Kvcn this Captain of yours — who knows? — at last might have won me, 
Old and rough as he is ; hut now it never cun happen.” 

Still John Alden went on, unheeding the words of PiLscilla, 

Urging the suit of his friend, explaining, itersuaJing, expanding; 

S|)oke of his courage and skill, and of all his battles in Flanders, 

How w ith the |Hs>ple of God he had chosen to suffer affliction. 

How, in return for his zeal, they bud made him Captain of Plymouth ; 

He was a gentleman born, could trace his pedigree plainly 

buck to Hugh Standish of Duxhury Hall, in laincashire, Kngland, 

Who was the son of Kalph, and the grandson of Thurston dv Standish ; 
Heir unto vast estates, of which he was basely defrauded, 

Htill l)ore the family arms, ami had for his crest a cock argent 
Combed and wattled gules, and all the rest of the blazon. 

He was a man of honor, of noble and generous nature ; 

Though he was rough, he was kindly; she knew how during the winter 
He had attended tiie sick, with a hand as gentle o.s woman’s ; 

Somewhat hasty and hot, he could nut deny it, and headstrong. 

Stern os a soldier might be, but hearty, and placable always. 

Not to be laughed at and scorned, because he was little of stature ; 

For ho was great of heart, magnanimous, courtly, courageous ; 

Any woman in I'lymouth, nay, any woman in England, 

Might be happy and proud to be called the wife of Miles Standish ! 

Hut as he wanned and glowed, in his simple and eloquent language. 
Quite forgetful of self, and full of the praise of his rival. 

Archly the maiden smiled, and, with eyes overrunning with laughter. 
Said, in a tremulous voice, “ Why don’t you speak for yourself, John ? ” 
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IV. 


.lOJIX ALDKX. 

Into Uiu ojk.‘ii nir .lohn Aliloii, porjilexotl ami U'wlldcix-il, 

Unshed like a man insane, and wandered alone bv the sea-siile ; 

I'lii'ed ii|) and down the sands, and hated his heail to the east wind, 
t 'tMtling his heated brow, and the fire and fever within him. 

Slowly as out of the heavens, with n|sii'nlyptical splendors. 

Sank the City of Go«l, in the vision of .John the Ajtostle, 

So, with its cloudy walls of chrysolite, jasper, and sapithire. 

Sank the broad red sun, and over its turrets uplifted 
Glimmered the golden reed of the angel who measured the city. 

“ Welcome. O wind of the luist ! ” he e.xclaimed in his wild exultation, 

“ Welcome, O wind of the East, from the caves of the misty Atlantic ! 
Blowing o'er fields of dulse, and measureless meadows of sen-grass. 
Blowing o’er nx-ky wastes, and the grottoes and gartlens of ocean ! 

[jay thy cold, moist hand on my burning forehead, and wrap me 
t'losc in thy garments of mist, to allay the fever within me ! ” 

Like an awakened conscience, the sea was moaning and tossing, 

Beating remorseful and loud the mtitable sands of the sea-shore. 

Fierce in his soul was the struggle and tumult of passions contending ; 

Ix)ve triumphant and crowned, and friendship wounded and bleeding. 
Passionate cries of desire, and importunate pleadings of duty ! 

“ Is it my fault,” he said, “ that the maideu has chosen between us ? 

Is it my fault that he failed, — my fault that I am the victor?” 

'I'heii within him there thundered a voice, like the voice of the Prophet ; 

“ It hath displeased the Lord ! ” — and he thought of David’s transgiessioii, 
Bath.sheba’s beautiful face, and his friend in the front of the battle ! 

Shame and confusion of guilt, and abasement and self-condemnation. 
Overwhelmed him at once ; and he cried in the deejmst contrition : 

“ It hath displeased the Lord ! It is the temptation of Satan I ” 

Tlicn, uplifting his head, he looked at the sea, and beheld there 
Dimly the shadowy fortn of the May Flower riding at anchor. 
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J{ockc(I on tho rising tide, nnd ready to sail on the morrow ; 

Jlcard the voie»?s of men through the mist, the rattle of conlage 

Thrown on tlio deck, the shouts of the mate, and the sailors’ " Ay. ay. Sir ! " 

Clear nnd distinct, hut not loud, in the dripping air of the twilight. 

Still fur a motnent he stood, and listened, and stansl at the vessel. 

Then went hurriedly on, ns one who, seeing a phantom. 

Stops, then quickens his pace, and follows the beckoning shadow. 

“ Yes, it is plain to me now,” he murmured ; “ the hand of the l,ord is 
Tx^nding me out of the land of darkness, the bondage of error. 

Through the sea, that shall lift tlie walls of it.s waters around me, 

Hiding me, cutting me off from the cruel thoughts that pursue me. 

Hack will I go o’er tho ocean, this dreary land will abandon. 

Tier whom I may not love, nnd him whom my heart has otfended. 

Better to he in my grave in the green old churchyard in England, 

Close by my mother’s side, and among the dust of my kindred ; 

Better be dead and forgotten, than living in shame and dishonor ; 

Sacred atid safe and unseen, in the dark of the narrow ehnmber 


Digitized by Coogle 



THE COURTSHIP OF MILES STANDISH. 


:)94 

With me ni}- secret shall lie, like a buried jewel that glimmers 

Hright on the hand that is dust, in the chambers of silence and darkness, — 

Yes, as the marriage ring of the great espousal hereafter ! ” 

Thus as he spake, he turned, in the strength of his strong resolution, 
Ix-aving behind him the shore, and hurried along in the twilight. 

Through the congenial gloom of the forest silent and sombre. 

Till ho behehl the lights in the seven houses of Plymouth, 

Shining like seven stars in the dusk and mist of the evening. 

Soon he entered his door, and found the redoubtable Captain 
Sitting alone, and absorlx'd in the martial pages of Cai-sar, 

Fighting some great campaign in Ilainault or Brabant or Flanders. 

“ Ix>ng have you been on your errand,” ho said with a cheery demeanor. 
Even ns one who is waiting an answer, and fears not the is.suc. 

“ Not far off is the house, although the woods are Ixtwecn us ; 

But you have lingered so long, that while you were going and coming 
I have fought ten battles and sacked and demolished a city. 

Come, sit down, and in order relate to me all that has happened.” 

Then John Aldiui spake, and related the wondrous adventure. 

From beginning to end, mhiutely, just as it happened ; 

I low he had seen Priscilla, and how he had sped in his courtship. 

Only smoothing a little, and softening down her refusal. 

But when he came at length to the words Priscilla had spoken, 

Words BO tender anil cruel : “ Why don’t you speak for yourself, .John ? *' 

Up leaped the Captain of Plymouth, and stamped on the floor, till his armor 
Clanged on the wall, where it hung, with a sound of sinister omen. 

All Ills pent-up wrath burst forth in a sudden explosion. 

Even as a hand-grenade, that scatters destruction around it. 

Wildly he shouted, and loud ; “ John Alden ! you have betrayed me ! 

Me, Miles Stondish, your friend! have supplanted, defrauded, betrayisl me I 
One of my ancestors ran his sword through the heart of Wat Tyler ; 

Who shall prevent me from running my own through the heart of a traitor? 
Yours is the greater treason, lor yours is a troa-son to friendship ! 

You, who lived under my roof, whom 1 cherished and loved as a brother; 
You, who have fed at my board, and drunk at my cup, to whose keeping 
I have intrusted my honor, my thoughts the most sacied and secret, — 

You too, Brutus ! ah woe to the name of friendship hereafter! 

Brutus was Cmsar's friend, and you were mine, but henceforward 
Ixt there be nothing between us save war, and im|ilncable hatred !” 
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So spake the Captain of Plymouth, and strode about in the chamber, 
Chafing and choking with rage ; like cords were the veins on his temples. 
But in the midst of his anger a man appeared at the doorway, 

Bringing in uttermost haste a message of urgent imjrortancc, 

Uumors of danger and war and hostile incursions of Indians ! 
Straightway the Captain paused, and. without further question or parley, 
Took fiuni the nail on the wall his sword with its scabbard of iron. 
Buckled the Wit I'ound his waist, and, frowning fiercely, departed. 

Alden was left alone. He lieard the clank of the scabbard 
Growing fainter and fainter, and dying away in the distance. 

Then he arose from his seat, and looked forth into the darkness, 

FoU the cool 'air blow on his check, that was hot with the insult, 

Tafted his eyes to the heavens, and, folding his hniuLs as in childhood, 
Prayed in the silence of night to the Father who sceth in secret. 

Meanwhile the choleric Captain strode wrathful away to the counc'd, 
Found it already as.semblcd, impatiently wailing his coming; 

Men in the middle of life, austere and grave in deportment, 

Only one of them old, the hill that was nearest to heaven, 

Coverod with snow, but erect, the excellent Elder of Plymouth. 

God had sifted three kingdoms to find the wheat for this planting, 

Then had sifted the wlieat, a.s the living seed of a nation ; 

So say the chronicles old, and such is the faith of the people ! 

Near them was standing an Indian, in attitude stem and defiant, 

Naked down to the waist, and grim and ferocious in aspect ; 

M'hile on the table W-forc them was lying unopened a Bible, 

Ponderous, bound in leather, brass-studded, printed in Holland, 

And beside it outstretchcil the skin of n rattlesnake glittered. 

Filled, like a quiver, with arrows ; a signal and challenge of warfare. 
Brought by the Indian, and speaking with an'owy tongues of defiance. 
This Miles Standish beheld, os he catered, and heard them debating 
Wiat were an answer befitting the hostile message and menace, 

Talking of this and of that, contriving, suggesting, objecting; 

One voice only for pence, and that the voice of the Elder, 

Judging it wise and well that some at least were converted, 

Bather than any were slain, for this was but Christian behavior ! 

Then outspoke Miles Standish, the stalwart Captain of Plymouth, 
Muttering deep in his throat, for his voice was husky with anger, 

“ MTiat ! do you mean to make war with milk and the water of roses? 
Is it to shoot red squirrels you have your howitzer planted 

3 K 
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There on the roof of the church, or is it to shoot red devils ? 

Trul; the only tongue that is understood by a savage 

Must be the tongue of fire that speaks from the mouth of the cannon ! *’ 

Thereupon answered and said the excellent Elder of Plymouth, 

Somewhat amazed and alarmed at this irreverent language ; 

“ Not so thought Saint Paul, nor yet the other Apostles : 

Not from tlie cannon’s mouth were the tongues of tire they spake with ! ” 
But unheeded fell this mild rebuke on the Cajitain, 

Who had advanced to the table, and thus continued discoursing : 

“ Leave this matter to me, for to me by right it portaincth. 

War is a terrible trade ; but in the cause that is righteous. 

Sweet b the smell of powder; and thus I answer the challenge ! ” 

Tlien from the rattlesnake's skin, with a sudden, contemptuous gesture. 
Jerking the Indian arrows, he filled it with powder and bullets 
Full to the very jaws, and handed it liaek to the savage. 

Saying, in thundering tones : “ Here, take it ! this is your answer ! ’’ 
Silently out of the room then glided the glistening savage. 

Bearing the serpent's skin, and seeming himself like a serpent, 

M'inding his sinuous way in the dark to the depths of the forest. 
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V. 

THE SAILING OF TIIE MAY FLOWEB. 

Just in the gray of the down, os the mists uprose from the mea*lows, 
There was a stir ami a sound in the shiml)cring village of Plymouth ; 
Clanging and clicking of arms, ami the order imperative, “ Forwanl 1 ” 
Given in tone suppressed, a tramp of feet, and then silence. 

Figures ten, in the mist, marched slowly out of the village. 

Standish the stalwart it was, with eight of his valorous army, 

Ticd by their Indian guide, by Ilobomok, friend of the white men. 
Northward marching to quell the sudden revolt of the savage. 

Giants they sconied in the mist, or the mighty men of King David ; 
Giants in heart they were, who believed in God and the Bible, — 

Ay, who believed in the smiting of Midianites and Philistines. 

Over them gleamed far off the crimson banners of morning ; 

Under them loud on the sands, the serried billows, advancing. 

Fired along the line, and in regular order i-ctreatcd. 
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Many a mile liml they marelied, when at length the village of Plymouth 
Woke from its sleep, and arose, intent on its manifold labmx. 

Sweet was the air and soft ; slowly the smoko from the chimneys 
Rose over roofs of thatch, and pointed steadily eastward ; 

Men came forth from the doors, and paused and talked of the weather, 

Said that the wind had changed, and was blowing fair for the May Flower ; 
Talked of their Captain’s departure, and all the dangers that mcnacc<l, 

He being gone, the town, and what should be done in his alwcnce. 

Merrily sang the birds, and the tender voices of women 
Consecrated with hymns the common cares of the household. 

Out of the .sea rose the sun, and the billows rejoiccvl at his coming ; 

Beautiful were his feet on the purple tops of the mountains ! 

Beautiful on the sails of the May Flower riding at anchor, 

Battered and blackened and worn by all the storms of the winter. 

Loosely against her masts wa.s hanging and flapping her canvas. 

Rent by so many gales, and patched by the hands of the sailors. 

Sudilenly from her side, as the sun rose over the ocean. 

Darted a jiuflf of smoke, and floated seaward ; anon rang 
Loud over field and forest the cannon’s.roar, ami the echoes 
Heard and re|icated the sound, the signal-gun of departure ! 

Ah ! but with louder echoes replied the hearts of the people ! 

Meekly, in voices subdued, the chapter wa.s read from the Bible, 

Meekly the prayer was Ix'gun, but ended in fervent entreaty ! 

Then from their houses in haste came forth the Pilgrims of Plymouth, 
lilcn and women and children, all hurrying down to the sea-shore. 

Eager, with tearful eyes, to say farewell to the May Flower, 

Homeward bound o’er tlie sea, and leaving them here in the desert. 

Foremost among them was Alden. All night he had lain without slumber. 
Turning and tossing about in the heat unrest of his fever. 

He had beheld Miles Standish, who came back late from the council. 

Stalking into the room, and heard him mutter and murmur, 

Sometimes it seemed a ]>rayer, and sometimes it sounderl like swearing. 

Once he had come to the bed, and stootl there a moment in silence ; 

Then he had turned away, and said : “ I will not awake him ; 

Ia;t him sleep on, it is best ; for what is the use of more talking ! ” 

Then he extinguished the light, and threw himself down on his pallet. 

Dressed as he was, and ready to start at the break of the morning, — 

Covered himself with the cloak he had worn in hi.s campaigns in Flanders, — 
Slept ns a soldier sleei>,« in his bivouac, ready for action. 
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But with tho dawii he aro)«* ; in the twiliglit AI<U-n beheld him 
Put on his corslet of stetd, and all the rest of his armor. 

Buckle about his waist his trusty blade of Damascus, 

Take from tho comer his musket, and so stride out of tho chamber. 

Often the heart of the youth had burned and yearned to embmee him, 
Often his lips had essayed to speak, imploring for pardon ; 

All the old friendship came back, with its tender and grateful emotions; 
But his pride overmastered tho nobler nature within him, — 

Pride, and tho sense of his ivrong, and the burning fire of tbe insult. 

So he beheld hi.s friend departing in anger, but spake not. 

Saw him go forth to danger, perhaps to death, and he spake not ! 

Then he arose from his bed, and heard what the ]K‘ople were saying, 
Joined in the talk at the door, with Stephen and Kichard and Gill>ert, 
■Joined in tho morning prayer, and in the reading of Scripture, 

And, with the others, in haste went hurrying down to tho soa-shore, 

Down to the Plymouth Bock, tlmt had t>een to their feet as a door-step 
Into a world unknown, — the corner-stone of a nation ! 

There with his boat was the Master, already a little impatient 
Lest ho should lose the tide, or the wind might shift to the eastward. 
Square-built, hearty, and strong, with an odor of oecau about him. 
Speaking with this one and that, and cramming letters and parcels 
Into his pockets capacious, and messages mingletl together 
Into his narrow brain, till at last he was wholly bewildered. 

Kearer tho boat stood Alden, with one foot placed on the gunwale. 

One still firat on the rock, and talking at times with the sailors. 

Seated erect on the thwarts, all ready and eager for starting. 

He too was eager to go, and thus put an end to his anguish. 

Thinking to fly from despair, that swifter than keel is or canvas. 

Thinking to drown in tho sea tho ghost that would rise and pursue him. 
But as he gazed on tlic crowd, he beheld the fomi of Priscilla 
Standing dejected among them, unconscious of all tlmt was passing. 

Fi.ved were her eyes upon his, as if she divined his intention. 

Fixed with a look so .sad, so reproachful, imploring, and patient. 

That with a sudden revulsion his heart recoiled from its purpose, 

As from a verge of a crag, where one step more is destruction. 

Strange is the heait of man, with its quick mysterious instincts ; 

Strange is the life of man, and fatal or fated are moments, 

Whereupon turn, as on hinges, the gates of the wall adamantine ! 

“ Here I remain ! ” he exclaimed, os he looked at the heavens above him. 
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Thanking the Loixl whose hrcalh hod scattered the mist and the madness, 
Wierein, blind and lost, to death he was staggering headlong. 

“ Yonder snow-white cloud, that floats in the ether alx>ve me. 

Seems like a hand that is pointing and Wkoning over the ocean. 

There is another hand, that is not so s|iectral and ghost-like. 

Kidding me, drawing me back, and clasping mine for protection. 

Float, O hand of cloud, and vanish away in the ether ! 

Roll thyself np like a flst, to threaten and daunt me ; I heed not 
Either your warning or menace, or any omen of evil ! 

There is no land so sacred, no air so pure and so wholesome, 

As is the air she breathes, and the soil that is pressed by her footsteps. 
Here for her sake will I stay, and like an invisible presence 
Hover around her for ever, protecting, sup)Hirting her weakness; 
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Yes ! as my foot was the first tiiat stepped on tiiis rock at the landing, 
So, with the blessing of God, shall it be the last at the leaving!” 

Meanwhile the ^faster alert, but with dignified oir and important. 
Scanning with watchful eye the tide and the wind and the weather. 
Walked about on the sands ; and the people crowded around him 
Saying a few last words, and enforcing bis careful rcraerabrance. 

Then, taking each by the hand, as if he were grasping a tiller. 

Into the boat he sprang, and in haste shoved off to his vessel. 

Glad in his heart to get rid of all this worry and Burry, 

Glad to be gone from a land of sand and sickness and sorrow. 

Short allowance of victual, and plenty of nothing but Gos|)cl ! 

Ixwt in the sound of the oars was the last farewell of the Pilgrims. 

O strong hearts and true ! not one went hack in the .May I'lower ! 

No, not one looked back, who had set his hand to this jdoughlng I 
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“ Arp yon so much otfcmle<l, you will not speak to me? " said she. 
“ Am I so much to Marne, that yesterday, when you were |ileHiling 
H’armly the cause of another, my heart, impulsive and wayward. 
Pleaded your own, and spake out, forp;etful perhaps of decorum ? 
f eitainly you can forpvi' me for speaking so frankly, for saying 
Wliat I ought not to have said, yet now 1 can never unsay it : 

For there are moments in life, when the heart, is so full of emotion, 
'J'hat if by clianec it be shaken, nr into its deptlis like a jiehMc 
Drops some careless word, it overflows, and its seciet, 

Sjiilt on the ground like water, can never Ik- gntiured together. 
Vesterday 1 was shocked, when I heard you speak of Miles .Sinudish, 
Praising his virtues, transforming his very defects into virtues, 

.Tf 
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Pmiting lii.s courage ami strength, and even his figliting in Flamlers, 

As if l»y tighting alone you could win the heart of a woman, 

(^iiite overlooking yourself and tho rest, in exalting your hero, 

Tlieivfoi'c I spake os I diil, by an irresistible impulse, 

A'ou will forgive me, I hope, for the sake of tho friendship between ns. 
Which is too true ami too sacred to be so easily broken ! ” 

Tbereu[H)ii answered .lohn Alden, the scholar, the fnend of Miles Stamli-h : 
“ I was not angry with you, with myself alone I was angry. 

Seeing how bmlly I managed the matter I had in my keeping,” 

“ No ! ” interrupteci the maiden, with answer prompt and decisive ; 

“ Xo ; you were angry with me, for s|>eaking so frankly and freely. 

It was wrong, I acknowledge ; for it is the fate of a woman 
lamg to be patient and silent, to wait like a ghost that Ls speechless. 

Till some questioning voice ilissolves the sjadl of its silence. 

Hence is the inner life of so many suffering women 
Sunless and silent and deep, like subterranean rivers 
Hiinning through caverns of darkness, unheard, unseen, and unfruitful. 
Chafing their channels of stone, with endless and profitless murmurs.” 
Thereupon aiiswertKl .folin ,\lden, the young man, the lover of women : 

“ I leaven forbid it, Priscilla ; and truly they seem to me always 
Mon* like the beautiful rivers that watered the gai-den of Eden, 

More like the river Euphrates, through deserts of liavilah flowing. 

Filling the land with delight, and memories sweet of the gartlen ! " 

“ ,\h, by these words, I can see,” again interrupteil the maiden, 

“ Jlow very little you j)ri7.e me, or care for what I am saying. 

AVhen from the depths of my heart, in piiin and with seen-t misgiving. 
Frankly I s])onk to you, asking for sympathy only and kindness. 

Straightway you take tip my woriLs, that arc plain r.nd direct in earnest. 

Turn them away from their meaning, and answer with flattering phras<‘s. 
This is not right, is not just, is not true to the best that is in you ; 

For I know and esteem you, and feel that your nature is noble, 
liifling mine u[> to a higher, a more ethereal level. 

Therefore 1 value your friendship, ami feel it ja-rhaps the more kei-idy 
If you say aught that implies I um only ns one among many. 

If you make use of those common -and eomplinientary phrases 
Most men think so fine, in dealing and s|>eaking with women. 

Hut which women rejerg as iiisipiil, if not ns insulting.” 

• 

Mute aniT anmze<I was .VIden : and listened and looked at Priscilla, 
Thiiikim: he never had .seen luT more fair, mon- divine in hi-r la-anty. 
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He who hilt U'steiiioy pleodeil 8o glihly the eause of another, 

StCMxl there emliurraiiscd ami silent, anil siH'kiiig in vain fur un answer. 

So the maiilen went on, iitiil little divineil or imagined 

What was at work in his heart, that made him so awkward and speeehless. 

“ Isit UB, then, lie what wo ar>', and speak what we think, and in all things 
Ki^ep ounadves loyal to truth, and the sacred professions of friendship. 

It is no seeii't I tell you, nor am I ashamed to declare it: 

I have liked to lie with you, to «eo you, to speak with you always. 

So I was hurt at your wonls, and a little affronted to hear you 
l^rge me to marry your friend, though ho were the ('aptaiii .Mih-s Standish. 
For T must tell you the truth : much iimre to me is your friendship 
Than all the love he could give, were he twice the hero you think him." 

Then she extendeil her hand, and .\ldeii, who eagerly grasperl it. 

Felt all the wounds in his heart, that were aching and bleeding so solely. 
Healed by the touch of that hand, and he said, with a voice full of fisiling : 

*• Yea, we must ever !«• friends ; and of all who offer you friendship 
Let me lie ever the first, the truest, the nearest and dearest I ’’ 

Casting a farewell bwik at the glimmering sail of the May Flower, 

Distant, but still in sight, and sinking Udow the horizon, 

1 [omewiird together tlicy walked, with a strange, iudelinite feeling. 

That all the rest had dejiartisl and left them alone in the desert. 

Hut, as they went througli the fields in the blessing and smile of the sunshine. 
Lighter grew their hearts, and Priscilla said very aiehly : 

•“ Now that our terrible Captain has gone in jmrsuit of the Tndians, 

Where he is happier far than he would lie commanding a household. 

You may speak boldly, and tell me of all that hajiiieniHl la-tween you. 

When you returned last night, and said how ungrateful you found me.” 
Thereupin answered John Aldcn, and told har the whole of the story, — 

'I’old her his own despair, and the direfni wrath of Miles Standish. 

Whereat the maiden smiled, and said between laughing and earnest, 

“ lie is a little chimney, and heated hot in a moment ! ” 

Hut ns he gently rebuked her, ami told her how much he had suffered, — 

How he had even deteniiined to .sail that day in the .May Flower, 

.\nd hud remained for her sake, on hearing the dangers that threatened,—* 

All her manner was changed, and she said with a faltering accent, 

•• Truly I thunk you for this : how giKx! you have been to me always ! " 

Thus, as a pilgrim devout, who toward Jenisalcm journeys, 
d'uking three stejis in advance, and one reluctantly backward. 
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I'lgi^d liy liiipiiii unate zeal, and witlilield by pangs of eoiitritiun ; 
Slowly but steadily onward, I'cceding yet ever ndvancing. 

Journeyed this riiritnn youth to the Holy Land of his longings. 
Urged by the fervor of love, and withheld by roinorseful misgiving*. 


VII. 

TIIK M.VKCll OF .MILKS ST.XNDISII. 


Mkanwmii.k the stalwart .Miles Stnndish wa.s nnirebing steadily northward, 
M inding through forc.st and swamp, and along the trend of the sen-shore. 
All day long, with hardly a halt, the tire of his anger 
liurning and crackling within, and the sulphurous odor of jHjwder 
•Seeming more sweet to his nostrils than idl the .scents of the forest. 

Silent and inoo<iy he went, and much he revolved his discomfort; 

1 Ic who was u.sed to success, and to easy victories always. 

Thus to be flouted, rejected, and laiigbed to scorn by a maiden, 

Thus to l>e mocked and l)ctrayed by the friend whom most ho had trusted ! 
Ah ! ’twas too much to be borne, and he fretteil and chafed in his armour I 

“ I alone am to blame,” he muttererl, “ for mine wa.s the folly. 

M'hat was a rough old soldier, grown grim and gray in the harness. 

Used to the camp and its ways, to do with the wooing of maidens ? 

'Twas but a dicum, — let it pa-ss, — let it vanish like so many otheis ! 

M'hat T thought was a flower, is only a weed, and is worthless ; 

Out of my heart will I pluck it, and throw it away, and henceforward 
lie but a fighter of battles, a lover and wooer of dangers ! ” 

Thus ho revolved in his mind his sorry defeat and di.scomfort, 

M’hilo he was marching by tiny or lying at night in the forest, 

LiHtking up at the trees, and the constellations Ix'vond them. 

After a three days’ inarch he came to an Indian encampment 
I’itched on the head of a menilow, between the sea and the forc-st ; 

A\'omen at work by the tents, and the warriors, horrid with war-paint, 
Seatid about a fire, and smoking and talking together ; 

M'ho, when they saw from afar the sudden approach of the white men. 
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■Saw till; flu.sli of the sun on bronslplttli- niitl Nibro mill musket, 

Stroigbtwaj’ leaped to their feet, and two, froni among them udvaneiiig, 

(.'anic to iHirlot- with Standisb. mid otfer bim furs us u present : 

F'l iciidship was in tbeir liaiks, but in tbeir hearts there wius liativd. 
llraves of the trilx.’ were these, and brolliers gigantie in stature. 

Huge as (iuliatb of (iatb, or the terrible Og, king of liasban ; 

One was I'eeksiiot nanieii, and the other was eulletl Wuttawaliiat. 

Hound their neeks were susjieudeJ their knivi-s in seahhards of wanipiini. 
Two-edged, trenelmlit knives, with [loints us sharp os a needle. 

Other arms had they none, for they were ennning and erafty. 

“ Welcome, English ! ” they said, — these wonls they had loarmsl from the 
traders 

Touching at tinn*s on the coast, to barter and chaffer for peltrie.s. 

Then in their native tongue they liegan to parley with Slamlish, 

Through his guide and interpreter, llolHimok, friend of the white niaii. 

Begging for blankets and knives, hut mostly for tmiskels and jiowder, 

Kept by the white man, they said, concealed, with the plague, in his cellars. 
Heady to bt'Jet loose, and destroy his brother the r«l man ! 

But when Standish refuserl, and said he would give them the Bible, 

Suddenly changing their tone, they iK'gan to boast and to bluster. 

Then Wattawainat advanced with a stride in front of the other. 

Ami, with a lofty demeanour, thus vnuntingly spake to the t'a|itaiii ; 

“ Kow ^\*attnwaInat ean see, by the fiery eyes of the Cni>tain, 

Angiy is he in his heart ; hut the heart of the brave Wattawainat 
is not afraid at the sight. He was not Isirn of a woman. 

But on a mountain, at night, from an oak-tree riven by lightning. 

Forth he sprang at a IhiuiuI, with all his weapons about him, 

Mhouting, • Who is there here to fight with the brave Wattawamal '! ' ” 

Then he unsheathed his knife, and, whetting the blade on his left hand, 

Held it aloft, and disjilayed a woman's face on the handle, 

(Saying, with bitter espression and hxik of sinister meaning : 

“ I have another at home, with the face of a man on the handle ; 

By and by they shall marry ; and there will he plenty of children ! ” 

Then stood Peeksuot foilh, self-vaunting, iiisulting Miles Standish : 

While with his fingers he patted the knife that hung at his bosom, 

Drawing it half from its sheath, and plunging it hack, ns he muttered, 

“ By and by it shall see ; it shall cat ; ah, ah ! hut shall speak not ! 

This Ls the mighty Captain the white men have sent to destroy us ! 

He is a little man ; let him go and work with the women I ” 
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Meuiiwliilo StamIUli had nutcd tlii< faces and tij^ims nf lndiii(|^ 
I'eeping and creeping about frem hush to tree in the forist. 

Feigning to look for game, with arrows set on their iKiw-sIrings. 

Drawing nljoiit liim still closer and closer the net of tlieir anihnsh. 
lint undaunted he stowl, and dissembled and treated them smoothly' ; 

So the old chronicles say, that were writ in the days of the fathens. 
lJut when he heard their detiance, the boast, the taunt, and tlie insult. 
All the hot hluod of his race, of Sir Hugh and of Thurston de Slandish, 
Koiled and beat in his heart, and swelled in the veins of his temples. 
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HiMillonjf ho leapt on the IxMister, ninl Himtchiii;i; hU knife from iu aenhlmril, 
I'Inngcil it into his heart, anil, reeling haekwaril, the savage 
Kell with his face to the sky, and a Heinlliku tierccness upon it. 

Straight there aro.se from the forest tiie awful sound of the war-whoop. 

And, like a flurry of snow on the whistling wind of Deeemlx'r, 

Swift and sudden and keen came a flight of featlierv aiTow.s. 

Then came a cloud of smoke, and out of the cloud came the lightning. 

Out of the lightning thunder ; and death unseen ran before it. 

Frightened the savages fled for shelter in swamp anil in thicket, 

1 [otly pursued and beset ; but their sachem, the brave Wattawamat, 

Fled not : he was deed. L'nswcrving and swift had a bullet 

Pitsised through his brain, and he fell with both hands clutching the grismsward. 

Seeming in death to hold back from his foe the land of his fathers. 

There on the flowci-s of the meadow the warrioi-a lay, and above them, 

Silent, with folded arms, stoml llolmmok, friend of the white man. 

Smiling at length he e.xclainicd to the stalwart Captain of Plymonth : 

“ Pecksuot braggiHl very louil, of his eouragi', his strength, and Ills stature . — 
Mocked the great Captain, and called him a little man ; but I see now 
Pig enough have you been to lay him speechless before you ! ” 

Thus the first battle was fought and won by the stalwart Miles Standish. 
M'hen the tidings thereof were brought to the village of Plymouth, 

.\nd ns a trophy of war the head of the brave Wattawamat 

Seowletl from the roof of the fort, which at once was a church and a fortress, 

.VII who beheld it rejoiccil, and praised the Ix>rd, and took courage. 

Only Priscilla averted her face from this spectre of terror. 

Thanking God in her heart that she had not married .Miles Standish ; 

Shrinking, fearing almost, lest, coming home from his battles, 

1 le should loy claim to her hand, as die prize and reward of his valor. 
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VIII. 

1' 1 1 E SPI X X I XG - \V1 1 K K h. 

Month after month passed away, and in Autumn the ships of the mcrclinnts 
Came witli kindred and friends, with cattle and com for tlic Pilprims. 

All in the villapo was peace ; the men were intent on their lahors, 

Busy with hewing and building, with garden-plot and with merestead, 

Busy witli breaking the glebe, and mowing the grass in the meadows. 
Searching the sea for its fish, and hunting the deer in the forest. 

All in the village was poae<‘ ; hut at timi-s the rumour of warfare 
Filled the air with alarm, and the apprehension of danger. 

Bravely the stalwart Miles iSlandish was scouring the land with his forces. 
Waxing valiant in light and defeating the alien armies, 

Till his name had become a sound of fear to the nations. 

.Vnger was still in his heart, but at times remorse and contrition, 

M'hieh in all noble natures succeed the laissionate outbreak, 

Came like a rising tide, that encounters the rush of a river. 

Staying its current awhile, but nmking it bitter and brackish. 

.Meanwhile Alden at home hud built him a new habitation, 

S(did, substantial, of timlx'r rough-hewn from the firs of the forest. 
M'ooden-bamsl was the door, and the roof was eovcml with nishes ; 

Battiwd the windows were, and the winilow-panes wore of pa|)cr. 

Oiled to admit the light, while wind and min were exidudtsl. 

There too he dug a well, and around it planted an orchard ; 

Still may be seen to this day, some tmee of the well and the orchard.'^ 

Close to the house was the stall, where, .safi- and secure from annoyance, 
Kaghoni, the snow-white steer, that had fallen to Aldcn's allotment 
In the division of cattle, might ruminate in the night-time 
Over the pastures he cropped, made fragrant by sweet [wnnyroyal. 

Oft when his labor was finished, with eager feet would the dreamer 
Follow the pathway that ran tliroiigh the woods to the house of Priscilla. 

Ia;d by allusions remuntic and subtile deceptions of fancy, 

Pleasure disguised as duty, and love in the semblancr' of friendship. 
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Kvtr Ilf lier lie thoiij;lit, wlieii lie fiuiliiiiiied llie wull.s iif his ilivelliiig; 

Kver of her lie thought, when he delveil in the soil of his giinlen ; 

Kver of her he thought, when he read in his liible on Siinduy 
Praise of the virtuous woman, as she is described in the Pniverhs, — 

How the heart of her husband doth safely trust in her alwats. 

How all the days of her life she will do him gootl, and not evil, 

How she seeketh the wool and the llax and worketh with irhulness. 

How she layeth her hand to the s|iindle and holdeth the dislatf. 

How she is not afraid of the snow for hetself or her houR'hold, 

Knowing her household are clothed with the scarlet cloth of her weaving I 

!Su us she sat at her wheel one uftenioon in the Aninnin, 

Alden, who oji|Hisite sat, atid was watehitig her dextei-ous tingers. 

As if the thread she was spinning were that of his life and his fortune. 

After a pause in their talk, thus spake to the sound of the spindle. 

“ Tnily, Priscilla,” he said, “ when 1 see you spinning and spimiing. 

Never idle a moment, but thrifty and thoughtful of utheis, 

Suddenly you are transformed, are visibly changed in a moment ; 

You are no longer Priscilla, but liertlm the Ucautiful Spinner.” 

Here the light foot on the treadle gixiw swifter and swifter ; the spindle 
Uttered an angry snarl, and the threiul snapfied short in her tingers. 

While the im)ietuous s|a.'akcr, not heeding the mischief, continued ; 

“ You are the bc’uutiful Bertha, the spinner, the queen of Helvetia ; 

She whose story T read at a stall in the streets of Southampton, 

Who, 08 she ixsie on her palfrey, o’er valley and meadow and mountain. 

Ever was spinning her thread from a distatf tixed to her saddle. 

She was so thrifty and good, that her name passed into a pi-ovcrb. 

So shall it l>e with your own, when the spinning-wheel shall no longer 
Hum in the house of the farmer, and till its chambers with music. 

Then shall the mothers, reprovitig, relate how it was in their childhood, 
Praising the good old times, and the days of Priscilla the spinner ! ” 

Straight tipiusc frotn her wheel the beautiful Puritan maiden. 

Pleased with the praise of her thrift from him whose praise woa the sweetest, 
Drew from the reel on the table a snowy skein of her spinning. 

Thus making answer, meanwhile, to the flatteritig phra-ses of Alden ; 

" Come, you must tiot be idle; if I am a pattern for housewives. 

Show yourself equally worthy of being the model of htiabands. 

Hold this skein on your hands, while I wind it, ready for knitting ; 

Theti who knows but hereafter, when fashions have changed and the manners, 
Fathers may talk to their sons of the good old times of .John Alden ! ” 

i) G 
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Thus, with a jest and a laugh, the skein on his hands she adjusted, 

He sitting awkwardly there, with his arms extended before him. 

She standing groccful, erect, and winding Uic thread from his fingers. 
Sometimes chiding a little his clumsy manner of holding, 

Sometimes touching his hands, as she disentangled expertly 
Twist or knot in the yam, unawares — for how could she help it? — 

Sending electrical thrills through every nerve in his body. 

Lo ! in the midst of this scene, a breathless messenger entered. 

Bringing in hurry and heat the terrible news from the village. 

Yes ; Miles Standish was dead ! — an Indian had brought them the tidings, — 
Slain by n poisoned arrow, shot down in the front of the battle. 
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Into an ambinili bcguileil, cut off with the whole of his forces ; 

All the town would be burned, and all the people lie murdered ! 

Such were the tidings of evil that burst on the hc-ai-ts of the hearers. 
Silent and statuc-likc stood Priscilla, her face looking backward 
Still at the face of the speaker, her arms uplifted in horror ; 

But John Aldcn, upstarting, as if the barb of the arrow 

Piercing the heart of his friend had struck his own, and had sundered 

Once and for ever the bonds that held him bonml as a captive, 

AVild with excess of sensation, the awful delight of his freedom 
Mingled with pain and regret, unconscious of what he was doing. 
Clasped, almost with a gioan, the motionless form of Priscilla, 
Pressing her close to his heart, as for ever his own, and exclaiming; 

“ Those whom the Lord hath united, let no man put them asunder ! ’’ 

Even as rivulets twain, from distant and separate sources. 

Seeing each other afar, os they leaped from the rooks, and pursuing 
Each one its devious path, but drawing nearer and nearer. 

Rush together at last, at their trysting-place in the forest ; 

So these lives that had run thus far in separate channels. 

Coming in sight of each other, then swerving ami flowing asunder, 
Parted by barriers strong, but drawing nearer and neaier. 

Rushed together at last, and one was lost in the other. 


IX. 

THE WEDBIXO-BAY. 

Fobth from the curtain of clouds, from the tent of purple and scarlet. 

Issued the sim, the great Iligh-Priest, in his garments resplendent. 

Holiness unto the Lord, in letters of light, on his forehead. 

Round the hem of his rol)c the golden bells and pomegianates. 

Bleasing the world he came, and the bars of vapor beneatli him 
Gleamed like a grate of brass, and the sea at his feet was a lover ! 

This was the wedding morn of Priscilla the Puritan maiden. 

Friends were assembled together ; the Elder and -Magistrate also 

Graced the scene with their prosence, and stoorl like the laiw and the Gosjxd, 
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One witli tile sanction of enrlli nml one with the hlesaint; of heaven. 

(Simple nni] brief won the wedding, ai that of Kuth and of Itooz. 

Softly tlie youth and tlie maiden re|ioatcd the words of lictrotlial, 

Taking cneh other for hushnnd and wife in the Magistrate’s presenee, 

After the I’liritan way, and the luiidahle custom of Holland. 

F’ervently then, and devoutly, the excellent Elder of Plymouth 

Praved for the hearth and the home, that were founded that dav in aATeetion, 

Speaking of life and of death, and im|doring divine lienedietion.s. 
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Ijo! wlieii tlu- M'lviiv wiw cmloil, a fonii npjK'oml on tlic tlireshulil, 

Clad ill amior of sloel, a noinbre and soiroivful fijifuro ! 

Why docs tho bridegroom start and stare at the strange apparition ? 

M'liy does the bride tnni pale, and hide her face on his shoulder? 

Is it a phantom of air, — a bodiless, sjiectral illusion? 

Is it a ghost from a grave, that has come to forbid the betrothal ? 

I,ong had it stood there unseen, a guest uninvited, unweloomed ; 

Over its clouded eyes there had passed at times an expression 
Softening the gloom and revealing the warm heart hidden beneath them. 

As when across the sky the driving rack of the rain-cloud 
Groins for a niomeiit thin, and betrays the sun by its brightness. 

Once it had lifted its hand, and moved its lips, but was silent, 

.\s if an iron will had mastered the fleeting intention. 

Hut when were ended the troth and the prayer and the Inst benediction, 

1 iito the room it strode, mid the people lieheld with nmaxeimmt 
llodily there in his armor .Miles Stmidish, the Captain of Plymouth ! 

Grasping the bridegroom’s baud, be said with emotion, “ Forgive me ! 

I liave been angry and hint, — too long have 1 cberislied ibe feeling ; 

I have l«‘eii cruel and linnl, but now, thank God ! it is ended. 

Aline is the same hot blood that leajieti in the veins of Hugh >Standlsb, 
Sensitive, swift to resent, but as swift in atoning for etior. 

Never so much as now was Miles Standish the friend of John .Alden." 
Theretijion answered the bridegroom : “ Let all be forgotten lielwcen us, — 

All save the dear old friendship, and that shall grow older and dearer ! ” 

Then the (Captain advanced, and, bowing, saluted Priscilla, 

Gravely, and after the manner of old-fa-bioned gentry in England, 

Something of camp ami of court, of town and of country, eomminglcii, 
M'i.shing her joy of her wedding, and loudly lauding her husband. 

Then be said with a smile : “ I should have i cmcmborctl the adage. — 

If you would be well served, you must serve yourself : and moreover. 

No mail can giith«‘r eherrii's in Kent at the season of Christmas ! ” 

Gieat was the iieople’s amazement, and gicater yet their rejoicing, 

Thus to behold once more the snii-bunit face of tlieir Captain, 

AVhom they had mourneri as dead : aiid they gathered and crowded almnl him. 
Eager to see him and hear him, forgi'tful of bride and of biidegroom, 
Questioning, answering, laughing, and each interrupting the other. 

Till the gooil t.'nptain deelaied, being quite ovei-powered and licwildereil, 

He had rather by far hienk into an Indian eneampment. 

Than conic iigaiii to a wedding to wliieh he had not lieen invited. 
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Mcanwliilc tlie bridegroom went foilli and stood witli the bride at the door-way 
Breathing the j>erfumed air of tliat warm and beautifnl morning. 

'J'ouehed witli autumnal tints, but lonely and sad in the sunshine, 

Ijiy extended before them the land of toil and ]<rirntion ; 
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There were the graves of Uic dead, and the barren waste of the soa-sh»re. 
There the familiar Helds, the groves of pine, and the niea<lows ; 

But to their eyes transfigured, it seemed as the Ganleii of Eden, 

Filled with the presence of Go<l, whose voice was tlie sound of the oetuiii. 

Soon was their vision distnrbed by the noise and stir of departure. 

Friends eoming forth from the house, and impatient of longer delaying. 

Each with his plan for the day, and the woik that was left uneomplete<l. 
Then from a stall near at hand, amid exclamations of wondei', 

Alden the thoughtful, the careful, #o happy, so proud of Priscilla, 

Brought out his snow-white steer, obeying the hand of its master, 

Irfd by a cord that was tied to an iron ring in its nostrils. 

Covered with crimson cloth, and a cushion placed for a saddle. 

She should not walk, he said, through the dust and heat of the noonday ; 
Nay, she should ride like a queen, not plod along like a peasant. 

Somewhat aJormcsl at first, but reassured by the others. 

Placing her hand on the cushion, her foot in the hand of her husband. 

Gaily, with joyous laugh, Priscilla mounteil her palfrey. 

“ Notliing is wanting now,” he said, with a smile, “ but the distaff ; 

Then you would be in truth my queen, my beautiful Bertlia ! ” 

Onward the bridal procession now moved to their new habitation. 

Happy husband and wife, and friends conversing together. 

Pleasantly murmured the brook, ns they crossed the ford in the forest, 
Pleased with the image that passed, like a dream of love, through its bosom, 
Tremulous, floating in air, o’er the depths of the azure abysses. 

Down through the golden leaves the sun was pouring his splendors, 
Gleaming on purple grapes, that, from branches above them suspendi-d, 
Mingled their odorous breath with the balm of the pine and the fir-tree. 
Wild and sweet ns the clusters that grew in the valley of Eshcol. 

Like a picture it seemed of the primitive, pastoral ages, 

Fresh with the youth of the world, and recalling Reltecca and Isaac, 

Old and yet ever new, and simple and beautiful always, 

Love immortal and young in the endless succession of lovers. 

So through the Plymouth woods passed onward the bridal procession. 
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